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Win imiiv %ct!, uficr its ori^v-- ^ puhlaation, Bi!/ic 
icpnjitcJ /.fi <'//. j* I 1 .1 <‘l tl.c 6* . 1 // Ilr-iVii', 

he <»f u in the >.'riia it «ri ;«> ha o!il hKiul M. 

'I'hciiiJurc iJiblin w. ‘ j cih,.p, hcttci thuiit tcjniutiuii.’ 
lie proliUf fcfcrtt i lu tlie h<n ' time .vine!) luJ pas'ed 
wjtlumi j ric-h dcin ..ul for u , !ur, h ts i ecu polntcti 
uiii in ti.c Ctcr.cfdl Inuo.ii.ctuni to tha hci.c ni ttuisli- 
tuni'., 11 ht i in.Hlc his hniic, .ind .viih u he iuit cim.rj^t.d 
i,(.ni the iJtir(^'’tutv of uiun.’n'ou >h It would 

thtiefoic h.ac .ir nicd i little in >r ’tuude in him had 
Ik „hu.'.'n him df do^'tonicd with theuiiijinal rcCLption 
'I lie bou*., ho.vc.cr, hai, it iiia. be allowed, net crranLcd 
ainon;^ the sped il f i.mijjtcs oJ ISil/’Cinij, and tlioiip;li 
It wuj cuinidcribly iltcicd and iinproted Irum its lirst 
form, u ha certain defects wliieh uc not hbdy to esc ipe 
any rcidcr. In it Ba!/ ic w . still iryinp; the adventure- 
novel, the novel of incident , and though he here sub- 
stitutes a nobler moild — beoit, for wlium he alwiyslnd 
a reverence is iiuclligcnt as it v.”S generous — for tlie 
RaiVdiirim or Lcwisi m idcilsof ha nun ige, he was still 
nut ipnie at home, borne duett person d knowledge or 
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experience of the matters he wrote about was always 
more or less necessary to him ; and the enthusiasm with 
which he afterwards acknowledged, in a letter to Beyle, 
the presence of such knowledge m that writer’s military 
passages, confesses his own sense of inferiority. 

It IS not, however, in the actual fighting scenes, though 
they are not of the first class, ^at the drawbacks of Les 
CImans he. Though the v^esent version is not my 
work, I translated the boj/K some years ago, a process 
which brings out much ^ore vividly than mere reading 
the want of art which distinguishes the management 
of the story. There arc in it the materials of a really 
first-rate romance. The opening skirmish, the hair- 
breadth escape of Montauran at Alen^on, the scenes at 
the Vivetiere, not a few of the incidents of the attack on 
Fougeres, and, above all, the finale, are, or at least might 
have been made, of the most thrilling interest. Nor are 
they by any means ill supported by the characters. Hulot 
IS one of the best of Balzac’s grognard heroes , Montauran 
may be admitted by the most faithful and jealous devotee 
of Scott to be a jeune premier who unites all the qualifica- 
tions of his part with a freedom from the flatness which not 
unfrequently characterises Sir Walter’s own good young 
men, and which drew from Mr. Thackeray the equivocal 
encomium that he should like to be mother-in-law to several 
of them. Marche-a -Terre is very nearly a masterpiece , 
and many of the minor personages are excellent for their 
work. Only Corentin (who, by the way, appears fre- 
quently in other books later) is perhaps below what he 
ought to be. But the women make up for him. A'lade- 
moiselle de Verneuil has admirable piquancy and ch^mj 
Madame du Gua is a good bad heroine, and Francine is 


If 



Preface 


xui 


nrit \ incie '-oub/ctic of ilic nutliinc-m.ulc pattern by 
inv incan^. 

flo.v 1 , It, ilun, that the cilcct oflhc book r>, a'> nianv 
re flcts umnicstionably feel Jt to be, ‘hc.i*'y’? I he 
answer r* not \cr> (jtniciill , it J' omply tint I3al/ic had 
not vet learned hn trade, and ih U this particular trade ;v.n 
not c^actlr his. He h.a^yj certain precedent in some — 
not in ill, nor in the best— (if Scott's IvKiks, and in nnny 
of his other inodcK, for '^cttin^r .rlo.sly to work , and he 
abu'cd that precedent here in th> inoa mcrcilc'S m inner. 
If l.so-lhirds of the fii a chapter had been cut away, and 
the carl V part of the .ccond Ind been not less cour i^c- 
ousi. tinnnrd, the look would probably IniC twice the 
hold that It at picscni h on the imi pnuion As it is, 
I ha»c known sonic teadets (iiid I lu»c no doubt that 
the,' .lie fnrly reptesentatne) wlio Iionc>tl*' atowed 
thcnncKcs to be ‘choked oil ’ by tlic endless .acillitions 
and con\cis.itions of Huloc at the ‘Pihtrim/ hy the 
superabund Jilt tilk it the inn, snd ^;cncrdly hy tiic very 
I'luit which, as I In.c c! cwhcrc noticed, Uilwic repre- 
hends in a brotl cr novelist, the fuiltof givinji the re idcr 
jiodcfimtc vtri ]' of story Hal/-ic could not deny himself 
the luMiry of loiij^ Conversations , but he never liul, and 
at thij time iiid less than at ui) other, the art winch 
)umis posse' sed in perfection — the art of nuking the 
livers ition tell the ..tory Until, therefore, the talk 
'ween the two lovers on the way to the Vivcticrc, the 
on IS i-o obscure, so broken by description and chit, 
VO little relieved, cveept in the actual skirmish and 
wlicrcvcr .M irchc-a-'Pcrrc ippcus, by real iiusitujs^ that 
It cannot but be felt as fitiguing. It can only be promised 
that if the re ider will bc.ir up or skip intelligently till this 
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point he will not be likely to find any fault with the book 
afterwards. The jour sans Icndanaui is admirable almost 
throughout. 

This unfortunate effect is considerably assisted by the 
working of one of Balzac’s numerous and curious 
crotchets. Those who have only a slight acquaintance 
with the Comedie Humatne 'must have noticed that 
chapter-divisions are for the most part wanting in it, or 
are so few and of such enormous length, that they arc 
rather parts than chapters. It must not, however, be 
supposed that this was an original peculiarity of the 
author’s, or one founded on any principle. Usually, 
though not invariably, the original editions of his longer 
novels, and even of his shorter tales, arc divided into 
chapters, with or without headings, like those of other 
and ordinary mortals. But when he came to codify aul 
arrange the Comedte^ he, for some reason which I do not 
remember to have seen explained anywhere in his letters, 
struck out these divisions, or most of them, and left the 
books solid, or merely broken up into a few parts. Thus 
Le Demur Cheuan (the original book) had thirty-two 
chapters, though it had no chapter-headings, while the 
remodelled work as here given has only three, the first 
containing nearly a fifth, the second nearly two-fifths, 
and the third not much less than a half of the whole 
work. 

Now, everybody who has attended to the matter must 
see that this absence of chapters is a great addition of 
heaviness in the case where a book is exposed to the 
charge of being heavy. The named chapters of Dumas 
supply something hke an argument of the wholeV^ook ; 
and even the unnamed ones of Scot hghten, punctuate, 
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1 lutlc i'licc ..here U. ci’cis ,t I'r to b c t''-jr 
jO’'riic.'- *l he dc! 'eh.! cut, t'uii u liji iiis> i it 'cr jini 
» miller gruUJ >, ^IC Clltcd .is l '! ’e e icll .11 i. 1.* tut'l^il 
collect. tui of c»i loiiic-, '.'li 0 <)! 'lit t< ;eil er imh.ulu'\ 
bc'oii tmj; to >i;ch idrl, i ...[..lit in i 'hi ou'Iioo.’s u.d 
C..llui^'x, ill it U in*. Ic vi'"'' btic to (ji eriLv. tlie.' 
vjnous chii'ctcii ties, jiul m m.i-. ,> iv uujuri to the 
lurr.ituc the lifehle coUnirui" tli t is su lu.ihl\ \ Iiicil in 
our d ly, ilihmi^h, .leeordin > to eeit’Ui erne', this i^ a 
hindrw^?cc to the [xjrtravil of scntime'iits 

Some of the pc.'s mis— moai of them m f'ct — ucut 
barefoot. "I heir v. hole eluthmg eoiibibted in il’r^egoit- 
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'Then red or jclioA wai'-tcoU-, vlcroi .urd with luo 
j' ( d!cl lOo'i of Copper hutloiis, like a 'url ot ohlonp 
liiir.."', iiui their blue linen brccclic', stood out in vivid 
eoiur. st to tlic .vhitc clothin,; and s .in elf As oi their 
soinrades , the) lr>okccl like* poppies and cornfo.'.cis m a 
licid of wheat, b'omc fe.v of them s.crc siiod witii the 
tviaidcn s,u>ots that tlic jiremn pc/s nt> n, ike for them- 
s Kc , h'lt mnit ot liicm woic neat uon-I()Uiid '•hocj lod 
Colts of .err Co use nnicri.d, sluped alter the old French 
fi hion, to .’.(lon our pe" ants still ehn,; rclimo..d»' 
'riieir sh.it eoli.u-. r.cie f..stcncd by >iKcr stmls v.ilh 
dcMp.is of in .'iieltor or i i'<' irt Uj on them , and, tinilly, 
tlicir w diet 'ccn.cd better tucked tlim th< sc of their 
comrade. Some <d ti.c,.) even included i •ii-k^uilcd 
witn lu ual^. i.u d -ult, til their ti i.cllci ot.tlit, hingiiij^ 
It round their ncscs be a .tun ' 

t 

A fe.v to .Vi)') CO, !c uitonj; ti.c c cun-bir!' ruus folk 
leokcd is if they m .rked tiic cMtcmc limits of civili anon 
in tlio.c rt ■ ‘ 1. 1,1. c the jic . nt , they exhibited con- 

st'. vtou. dilU.t.uC' ol c< stun r, s..ine .ve.un^ round 
1 onnet , ’ltd omc ii .t or j.c ikcd cips, soum h'd hi^h 
boots '..iih the top. turnc J duv.n, omc wore shoe, 
surmounted hr ttmcjs Ten or so of them li ul put 
ihcii.'cl.cv into the j. i >.ct .m.v.n to the Republic iiu ij 
I /' , other.. ’ ’ on, .veil t<a-do ’rtuaii. douhtks , 

V. ..re die cd from lu d to loot in m iciials of i mfurm 
colour, .,nd ti»c most vie > lulv irr .td ot them all wore 
i..v illu.v-tii'cd CO tj ur j'cm )-co tsof blue or ;trtcii sloth 
in more ur Ic' . thir lib ic sonoitiun I iicsc list, more- 
over, wore Uuts of V uiou puttrn , lee one pcojile ul 
con equence, and lloufulicd Inv’e i uies, like fcllu.vs who 
lace their b ek with i stout hc'rt A head carefully 
powdered lieie .'lul thcic, or dceemly plaited queues, 
showed the de ire to m Ic the niei t of ourselves which 
is m.nrcd in us Iw a new turn taken m our foriuneb or 
our ediic uion. 

Any one se'cm;' these men brouglu lu^etlicr as if by 
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chance, and astonished at finding themselves assembled, 
might have thought that a conllagration had driven the 
population of a little town from their homes But the 
times and the place made this body of men interesting 
for very different reasons A spectator initiated into the 
secrets of the civil discords which then were rending 
France would have readily pickl’d out the small number 
of citizens in that company upon whose loyalty tlie 
Republic could depend, for almost every one who 
composed it had taken part against the Government in 
the war of four years^ ago. One last distinguishing 
charactenstic left no doubt whatever as to the divided 
opinions of the body of men. The Republicans alone 
were in spirits as they marched. As for the rest of the 
individuals that made up the band, obviously as they 
might differ in their dress, one uniform expression was 
visible on all faces and in the attitude of each — the 
expression which misfortune gives. 

The faces of both townspeople and peasants bore the 
stamp of deep dejection , there was something sullen 
about the silence they kept All of them were bowed 
apparently beneath the yoke of the same thought — a 
terrible thought, no doubt, but carefully hidden away 
Every face was inscrutable , the unwonted lagging of 
their steps alone could betray a secret understanding A 
few of them were marked out by a rosary that hung 
round about their necks, although they ran some risks by 
keeping about them this sign of a faith that had been 
suppressed rather than uprooted and one of these from 
time to time would shake back his hair and defiantly raue 
his head Then they would furtively scan the woods, 
the footpaths, and the crags that shut in the road on either 
side, much as a dog sniffs the wind as he tries to scent 
the game , but as they only heard the monotonous sound 
of the steps of their mute comrades, they hun^their 
heads again with the forlorn faces of convicts on their 
way to the galleys, where they are now to live and die. 
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The advance of this column upon Mayenne, composed 
as It was of such heterogeneous elements, and represent- 
ing such widely dilFerent opinions, was explained very 
readily by the presence of another body of troops which 
lieaded the detachment. About a hundred and fifty 
soldiers were marching at the head of the column under 
the command of the chief a demt-brigade. It may not be 
unprofitable to explain, for those who have not witnessed 
the drama of the Revolution, that this appellation was 
substituted for the title of colonel, then rejected by patriots 
as too aristocratic. The soldiery belonged to a demi- 
brigade of infantry stationed in the depot at Mayenne. 
In those disturbed times the soldiers of the Republic were 
all dubbed Blues by the population of the West. The blue 
and red uniforms of the early days of the Republic, which 
are too well remembered even yet to require description, 
had given rise to this nickname. So the detachment of 
Blues was serving as an escort to this assemblage, con- 
sisting of men who were nearly all ill satisfied at being 
thus directed upon Mayenne, there to be submitted to a 
military discipline which must shortly clothe them all 
alike, and drill a uniformity into their march and ways of 
thinking which was at present entirely lacking among 
them. 

This column was the contingent of Fougeres, ob- 
tained thence with great difficulty, and representing its 
share of the levy which the Directory of the French 
Republic had required by a law passed on the tenth day 
of the previous Messidor. The Government had asked 
for a subsidy of a hundred millions, and for a hundred 
thousand men, so as to send reinforcements at once to 
their armies, then defeated by the Austrians in Italy and 
by the Prussians in Germany , while Suwarroff, who 
had aroused Russia’s hopes of making a conquest of 
Franej^ menaced them from Switzerland. Then it was 
that the departments of the West known as la Vendee, 
Brittany, and part of Lower Normandy, which had been 
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pacified three years ago by the efforts of General Hochc 
after four )ears of hard fighting, appeared to think that 
the moment had come to renev/ the struggle. 

Attacked thus m so many directions, the Repubhe 
seemed to be visited v/ith a return of her early vigour. 
At first the defence of the depaaments thus threatened 
had been intrusted to the patnoi'ic residents by one of the 
provisions of that same law of Messidor. The Go.ern- 
ment, as a matter of fact, had neither troops nor money 
available for the prosecution of civil warfare, so the 
difficulty was evaded by a bit of bombast on the part of 
the Legislature. They could do nothing for the revolted 
districts, so they reposed complete confidence in them. 
Perhaps also they expected that this measure, by setting 
the citizens at odds among themselves, would ettinguish 
the rebellion at its source. ‘ Fra companies xuill be 
orgarAsed in the departments of the JFest ’ — so ran the 
proviso which brought about such dreadiul retahation. 

This impohtic ordinance drove the West into so hostile 
an attioide, that the Directory had no hope left of sub- 
duing It all at once. In a few days, thereiore, the 
Assemblies were asked for particular enactments witn 
regard to the slight reinforcements due by virtue of the 
proviso that had authorised the formation of the free 
companies. So a new law had been proclaimed a few 
days before this story begms, and came mto eiicct on the 
third complementary day of the calendar m the year vii., 
ordaining that these scanty levies of men should be 
organised into regiments The regiments were to bear 
the names of the departments of the Sarthe, Ourthe, 
Mayenne, Ille-ct-V ilaine, Morbihan, Loirc-Infericure,and 
ivIaine-et-Loire. These regiments — so the law provided — 
are specially enrolled to oppose the Chouans^ and can never 
he drafted cnier the frontiers on anj pretext whatsoever. 
These tedious but little known particulars explam\^c once 
the march of the body of men under escort by the Blues, 
and the weakness of the position m which the Directory 
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found themselves. So, perhaps, it is not irrelevant to add 
that these beautiful and patriotic intentions of theirs came 
no further on the road to being carried out than their 
insertion in the Bulletin des Lois. The decrees of the 
Republic had no longer the forces of great moral ideas, of 
patriotism, or of terror behind them These had been 
the causes of their former practical efficiency, so now 
they created men and millions on paper which never 
found their way into the army or the treasury. The 
machinery of the Revolutionary government was directed 
by mcapable hands, and circumstances made impression on 
the administration of the law instead of being controlled 
by It. 

The departments of Mayenne and Ille-et-Vilaine were 
then in command of an experienced officer, who, being on 
the spot, determined that now was the opportune moment 
for arranging to draw his contingents out of Brittany, and 
more particularly from Fougeres, which was one of the 
most formidable centres of Chouan operations, hoping in 
this way to diminish the strength of these districts from 
which danger threatened. This devoted veteran availed 
himself of the delusive provisions of the law to proclaim 
that he would at once arm and equip the requisitionaries, 
and that he held in hand for their benefit a month’s pay, 
which the Government had promised to these irregular 
forces.- Although Brittany declined every kind of military 
service at that time, this plan of operations succeeded at 
the first start on the faith of the promises made, and so 
readily that the officer began to grow uneasy. 

But he was an old watch-dog, and not easily put off his 
guard, so that, as soon as he saw a portion of his con- 
tingent hurrying to the bureau of thq district, he suspected 
that there was some hidden motive f *-his rapid influx of 
men . and, perhaps, he had guess nghtly when he 
behyved that their object was to prc arms for them- 
selves. Upon this he took measures ^ ecure his retreat 
upon Alencon, without waiting for tlic'iuter arrivals He 
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moving more and more slowly, and already they had put 
9n interval of some two hundred paces between them and 
their escort. Hulot made a sort of grimace peculiar to 
him at this. 

‘What the devil is the matter with the ragamuffins ? ’ 
he cried m the deep tones of his voice ‘ Instead of 
stepping out, these cqipscripts of ours have their legs 
glued together, I think.' 

At these words the officers who were with him turned 
to look behind them, actmg on an impulse like that 
which makes us wake with a start at some sudden 
noise. The sergeants and corporals followed their ex- 
ample, and the whole company came to a standstill, 
without waiting for the wished-for word of command to 
‘ Halt I ’ If, in the first place, the officers gave a 
glance over the detachment that was slowly crawling up 
the Pelerine like an elongated tortoise, they were suffi- 
»,iently struck with the view that spread itself out before 
their eyes to leave Hulot’s remark unanswered, its 
importance not being at all appreciated by them. They 
were young men who, hke many others, had been torn 
away from learned studies to defend their country, and 
the art of war had not yet extinguished the love of other 
arts in them. 

Although they were coming from Fougeres, whence 
the same picture that now lay before their eyes could be 
seen equally well, they could not help admiring it again 
for the last time, with all the differences that the change 
,in the point of view had made in it. They were not 
unlike those dilettanti who take more pleasure in a piece 
of music for a closer knowledge of its details. 

From the heights of the PHenne the wide valley of the 
Couesnon extends before the travellePs eyes. The town 
of Fougeres occupies one of the highest points on the 
honz^C^n From the high rock on which it is built the 
castle commands three or four ' 'nortant ways of com- 
munication, a position which fi" made ii one of the 
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keys of Bnttany. From their point of view the ofEcers 
saw the whole length and breadth of this basin, which is 
as remarkable for its marvellously fertile soil as for the 
varied scenery it presents. The mountains of schist rise 
above it on all sides, as in an amphitheatre, the warm 
colouring of their sides is disguised by the oak forests 
upon them, and little cool vall^’^’s lie concealed m their 
slopes 

The crags descnbe a wall about an apparently circular 
enclosure, and in the depths below them lies a vast 
stretch of delicate meadow-land laid out like an English 
garden. A multitude of irregularly-shaped quick-set 
hedges surrounds the numberless domains, and trees are 
planted everywhere, so that this green carpet presents an 
appearance not often seen m French landscapes Unsus- 
pected beauty hes hidden in abundance among its manifold 
shadows and lights, and effects strong and broad enough 
to strike the most indifferent nature. 

At this particular moment the stretch of country was 
brightened by a fleeting glory such as Nature loves at times 
to use to heighten the grandeur of her impenshable 
creations- All the while that the detachment was cross- 
ing the valley, the nsmg sun had slowly scattered the 
thin white mists that hover above the fields in September 
mornings ; and now when the soldiers looked back, an 
invisible hand seemed to raise the last of the veils that had 
covered the landscape. The fine delicate clouds were 
like a transparent gauze enshroudmg precious jewels that 
lie, exciting our cunosity, behmd it. All along the wide 
stretch of horizon that the officers could see, there was 
not the lightest cloud in heaven to persuade them by its 
silver bnghtness that that great blue vault above them 
was really the sky. It was more like a silken canopy 
held up by the uneven mountam peaks, and borne aloft 
to protect this wonderful combmation of field plain 
and wood and river. 

The officers did not weary of scanning that extent of 



The Ambuscade 1 1 

plain, which gave rise to so much beauty of field and 
wood. Some of them looked hither and thither for long 
before their gaze was fixed at last on the wonderful 
diversity of colour in the woods, where the sober hues 
of groups of trees that were turning sere brought out 
more fully the richer hues of the bronze foliage, a con- 
trast heightened still f'irther by irregular indentauons of 
emerald green meadow. Others dwelt on the warm 
colouring of the fields, with their cone-shaped stooks of 
buckwheat piled up like the sheaves of arms that soldiers 
make in a bivouac, and the opposing hues of the fields of 
rye that were interspersed among them, all golden with 
stubble after the harvest There was a dark-coloured 
slate roof here and there, with a white smoke ascending 
from It ; and here again a bnght silvery streak of some 
winding bit of the Couesnon would attract the gaze — 
a snare for the eyes which follow it, and so lead the soul 
all unconsciously into vague musings. The fresh fra- 
grance of the hght autumn wind and the strong forest 
scents came up hke an intoxicating mcense for those who 
stood admiring this beautiful country, and saw with 
dehght Its strange wild-flowers and the vigorous green 
growth that makes it a rival of the neighbouring land 
of Bntain, the country which bears the same name in 
common with it. A few cattle gave life to the scene, 
that was already full of dramatic interest. The birds 
were singing, giving to the breezes m the valley a soft 
low vibration of music. 

If the attentive imagination will discern to the utmost 
the splendid effects of the lights and shadows, the misty 
outlines of the hills, the unexpected distant views afforded 
in places where there was a gap among the trees, a broad 
stretch of water, or the coy, swiftly-winding courses of 
strear^s , if memory fills in, so to speak, these outlines, 
brie'ias the moment that they represent; then those for 
whom these pictures possess a certain worth will form 
a dim idea of e enchanting scene that came as a 
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surprise to the yet impressionable minds of the young 
officers. 

They thought that these poor creatures were leaving 
their own country and their beloved customs in sadness, 
in order to die, perhaps, on foreign soil, and instinctively 
forgave them for a reluctance which they well under- 
stood. Then with a kindness of heart natural to soldiers, 
they disguised their complaisance under the appearance of 
a wish to ctudy the lovely landscape from a military point of 
view. But Hulot, for the commandant must be called 
by his name, to avoid |>is scarcely euphonious title of 
chief of demi-brigade, was not the kind of soldier who is 
smitten with the charms of scenery at a time when danger 
is at hand, even if the Garden of Eden were to he before 
him. He shook his head disapprovingly, and his thick 
black eyebrows were contracted, giving a very stern expres- 
sion to his face. 

‘ Why the devil don’t they come along ? ’ he asked for 
the second time, in a voice that had grown hoarse with 
many a hard campaign, ‘ Is there some Holy Virgin 
or other in the village whose hand they want to 
squeeze ? ’ 

‘You want to know why ? ’ a voice replied. 

The sounds seemed to come from one of the horns 
with which herdsmen in these dales call their cattle 
together. The commandant wheeled round at the words, 
as sharply as if he had felt a pnck from a sword point, and 
saw, two paces from him, a queerer looking being than 
any of those now on the way to Mayenne to serve the 
Republic. 

The stranger was a broad-shouldered, thick-set man j 
his head looked almost as large as that of a bull, and was 
not unlike it in other respects ; his wide, thick nostnls 
made his nose seem shorter than it really was , hiVthick 
lips turned up to display a snowy set of teeth, long Vshes 
bristled round the large black eyes, and he had a pair of 
drooping ears, and red hair that seemed to belong rather 
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to some root-eating race than to the noble Caucasian 
stock. There was an entire absence of any other 
characteristics of civilised man about the bare head, which 
made it more remarkable still. His face might have 
been turned to bronze by the sun , its angular outlines 
suggested a remote resemblance to the granite rocks that 
formed the underlying'^soil of the district, and his face 
was the only discernible portion of the body of this 
strange being. From his neck downwards he was 
enveloped in a kind of smock-frock, or blouse of a coarse 
kind of material, much rougher ^than that of which the 
poorest conscript’s breeches were made. This smock- 
frock or sarrau^ in which an antiquary would have 
recognised the saye (saga) or sayon of the Gauls, reached 
only half-way down his person, where his nether integu- 
ments of goat’s skin were fastened to it by wooden 
skewers, so roughly cut that the bark was not removed 
from all of them. It was scarcely possible to distinguish 
a human form in the ‘goat-skins’ (so they call them in 
the district), which completely covered his legs and 
thighs His feet were hidden by huge sabots. His long, 
sleek hair, very near the colour of the skins he wore, 
was parted in the middle and fell on either side of his 
face, much as you see it arranged in some mediasval 
statues still existing in cathedrals. Instead of the knotty 
cudgel with which the conscnpts slung their wallets from 
their shoulders, he was hugging a large whip to his breast, 
like a gun, a whip with a cleverly plaited thong that 
seemed quite twice the usual length. 

The sudden appearance of this quaint being seemed 
readily explicable. At the first sight of him several 
officers took him for a conscript or requisitionar}'^ (both of 
these terms were still in use) who had seen the halt made 
by the Column and had fallen in with it. Nevertheless 
the wim’s arrival amazed the commandant strangely , for 
though there was not the slightest trace of alarm about 
him, he grew thoughtful. After a survey of the new- 
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comer, he repeated his question mechanically, as if he 
were preoccupied with sinister thoughts 

‘Yes, why don’t they come up ? Do you happen to 
know ^ ’ 

His surly interlocutor answered with an accent which 
showed that he found it sufficiently difficult to express 
himself in French. ‘Because,’ ^e said, stretching out 
his big, rough hand towards Ernee, ‘there lies Maine, and 
here Brittany ends,’ and he struck the ground heavily as he 
threw down the handle ofhis whip at the commandant’s feet. 

If a barbarous tomtom were suddenly struck in the 
middle of a piece of musu:, the impression produced would 
be very like the effect made upon the spectators of this 
scene by the stranger’s concise speech. That word 
‘speech’ will scarcely give an idea of the hatred, the 
thirst for vengeance expressed in the scornful gesture and 
the bnef word or two, or of the fierce and stern energy 
in the speaker’s face The extreme roughness of the 
man, who looked as though he had been hewn mto shape 
by an axe, his gnarled skin, the lines of ignorant stupidity 
graven m every feature, gave him the look of a savage 
divinity. As he stood there in his prophetic attitude he 
looked like an embodied spirit of that Bnttany which had 
]ust awakened from a three years’ sleep, to begin a struggle 
once more in which victory could never show her face 
save through a double veil of crape. 

‘There’s a pretty image,’ said Hulot to himself. ‘To 
my mind, he looks like an envoy from folk who are about 
to open negotianons with powder and ball I ’ 

When he had muttered these words between his teeth, 
the commandant’s eyes travelled from the man before 
him over the landscape, from the landscape to the detach- 
ment, from the detachment over the steep slopes on either 
side of the way with the tall gorse-bushes of S^ttany 
shading their summits, and thence he suddenly \;rned 
upon the stranger, whom he submitted to a mute 
examination, endmg it at last by asking him sharply — 



The Ambuscade 


23 

‘Where do you come from ? ’ j Republic. In 

His keen, piercing eyes were trying a ci-dtvant over 
thoughts beneath the inscrutable face r, he intends, by 
which had meantime resumed the uOhouans, to teach 
vacuous stolidity that envelops a peasarllow has landed in 
‘ From the country of the gars.^ tUse, and I advised 
without a trace of appriilhension. The Gars he has 

‘Your name ^ ’ 'hhe pomted 

* iVIarche-a-T erre.’ 

‘What makes you call yourself by your Chouan nick- 
name ^ It IS against the law ’ 

Marche-a-Terre, as he called himself, gaped at the 
commandant with such a thoroughly genuine appearance 
of imbecility, that the soldier thought his remark was not 
understood. 

‘Are you part of the Fougeres requisition ^ ’ 

To this question Marche-a-Terre replied with an ‘I 
don’t know,’ in that peculiarly hopeless fashion which 
puts a stop to all conversation. He sat himself down 
quietly at the roadside, drew from his blouse some slices 
of a thm dark bannock made of buckwheat meal, the 
staple food of Bnttany, a melancholy diet in which only 
a Breton can take delight, and began to eat with wooden 
imperturbability. 

He looked so absolutely devoid of every kind of intelli- 
gence, that the officers compared him as he sat first to 
one of the cattle browsing in the pasture land below, next 
to an American Indian, and lastly to some aboriginal savage 
at the Cape of Good Hope. Even the commandant 
himself was deceived by his attitude, and heeded his fears 
no longer, till by way of making assurance surer still he 
gave a last glance at the suspected herald of an approaching 
massacre, and noticed that his hair, his blouse, and his 
goat-skh breeches were covered with thorns, bits of 
wood*,J5craps of bramble and leaves, as if the Chouan had 
come through the thickets for a long distance. He 
looked significantly at his adjutant Gerard, who was 



1 4 The Chouans 

comer, he repeatej^j^ gripped his hand, and said in a low 
were preoccupied 

‘ Yw, why don (.q Jqq^ Pof y/ool, and we shall go back 
know ? ’ 

His surly mterloQ^^-gj-g eyed one another m silence 
showed that he fbjjjgj-gjg ^ little, so that those stay-at- 
himself in French, ^re accustorrfcd to believe nothing 
his bi^, rough ^gyer see anything for themselves, may be 
induced to sympathise with the fears of the commandant 
Hulot, for these people would be capable of denying the 
existence of a Marche-^-Terre and of the Western 
peasants who behaved with such heroism in those times. 

The word gars, pronounced ga, is a rehc of the Celtic 
tongue. It passed mto French from the Bas-Breton, 
and of all words in the language that we speak to-day in 
France, this one presences the oldest traditions. 'Thtgais 
was the pnnapal weapon of the Gaels or Gauls, gaisdi 
meant armed, gats meant valour, and gas force. The 
close similarity proves that the word gars is connected 
with these expressions m the language of our ancestors. 
The word corresponds to the Latm word wr, a man; the 
sigmficance at the root of virtus^ strength or courage. 
The apology for this dissertation lies m the lact that the 
word is a part of our national history, and this possibly 
may reinstate such words zs gars^ gar ^on^garpnette^garesy 
garcettSy in the good graces of some persons who banish 
them all from conversation as uncouth expressions ; they 
come of a warlike origin for all that, and will turn up 
now and again in the course of this narrative ‘ C^est urn 
fameuse garce ! ’ was the little appreciated eulogium which 
Mme. de Stael received m a little canton of the Ven- 
domois, where she spent some of her days in exile. 

The Gaul has left deeper traces of his character m 
Brittany than in all the rest of France. Those ^rts of 
the province, where the wild life and superstidou^pirit 
of our rough ancestors are glaringly evident, so to speak, 
even in our day, v/ere called the Pays des Gars. When 
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first word which they let fall, Hulot looked at them 
sternly and said — 

‘ Tonnerre de Dieu^ citizens I don’t smoke your pipes 
over a barrel of powder. You might as well amuse your- 
selves with carrying water in a basket, as by showing 
courage where it isn’t wanted. Gerard,’ he continued, 
leaning over, and whispering in rhe adjutant’s ear, ‘ get 
nearer to the bngand bit by bit, and if he makes the least 
suspicious movement, run him through the body at once. 

, And I myself will take measures for keeping up the 
conversation if our unknown friends really have a mind 
to begin it.’ ‘ 

Gerard bent his head slightly m obedience. Then he 
began to look round at different points in the landscape 
of the valley, with which the reader has had an opportunity 
of makmg himself familiar. He appeared to wish to 
study them more closely, stepping back upon himself, so 
to speak, quite naturally , but the landscape, it wiU well 
be believed, was the last thmg he had in view. Marche- 
a-Terre, on the other hand, took no heed whatever of 
the officer’s manoeuvres. One might have supposed that 
he was fishmg in the ditch with a rod and line, from the 
way he played with his whip handle. 

While Gerard was trying m this way to take up his 
position by the Chouan, the commandant spoke in a low 
voice to Merle. 

‘Take ten picked men and a sergeant, and post them 
yourself up above us, j'ust on that part of the summit on 
this side where the road widens and makes a kind of 
plateau , you could see a good long stretch of the road to 
Emee from the place rick out a spot where there are 
no woods on either side of the road, so that the sergeant 
can keep a look-out over the country round. Take Clef- 
des-Cceurs ; he has his wits about him. Thi* is no 
laughmg matter at all ; I would not give a penny &r our 
skins if we don’t take every advantage we can get.’ 

Captain Merle understood the importance of prompt 
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action, and the manoeuvre was executed at once. Then 
the commandant waved his nght hand, demanding 
absolute silence from his men, who stood round about 
amusmg themselves with chat. He signed to them afresh 
to shoulder arms, and as soon as everything was quiet 
again, his eyes travelled from one side of the road to the 
other j he seemed in b^pe to detect muffled sounds of 
weapons or of footsteps, preliminaries of the looked-for 
struggle, and to be listening anxiously for them. His 
keen black eyes appeared to penetrate the very depths of 
the woods in a marvellous way. No sign was forth- 
coming. He consulted the sani? on the road, as savages 
do, trying every means by which he could discover the 
invisible foes, whose audacity was known to him. 

In despair at finding nothing which justified his fears, 
he went towards the side of the road, climbed with 
some difficulty up the bank, and went deliberately along 
the top of It Suddenly he felt how largely his own 
expenence conduced to the safety of his detachrnent, and 
he came down again. His face grew darker, for leaders 
in those days were wont to regret that they could not 
reserve the most dangerous missions for themselves alone. 
The other officers and the men noticed their leader’s 
preoccupied mood. They liked him. The courage of 
his character was recognised among them ; so they knew 
that this exceeding caution on his part meant that danger 
was at hand. How serious it was they could not pos- 
sibly suspect , so, though they remained motionless and 
scarcely drew their breath, it was done intuitively. The 
soldiers looked by turns along the valley of the Couesnon, 
at the woods along the road, and at their commandant’s 
stern fece, trying to gather what their fate was to be, 
much as the dogs try to guess what the experienced 
sportsmyn means who gives them some order which they 
cannot^ understand. They looked at each other’s eyes, 
and a smile spread from mouth to mouth. 

As Hulot made his peculiar grimace, Beau-Pied, a 
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young sergeant, who was regarded as the wit of the 
company, said in a low voice — 

‘ What the devil have we run ourselves into to make 
that old dragoon of a Hulot turn such a muddy face on 
us ^ He looks like a whole council of war.’ 

Hulot flung a stern glance at Beau-Pied, and forthwth 
there was a sudden accession of rthe silence required of 
men under arms. In the middle of this awful pause the 
lagging footsteps of the conscripts were heard. The 
gravel under their feet gave out a dull monotonous sound 
that added a vague disagreeable feeling to the general 
anxiety, an mdescribable*^ feeling that can only be under- 
stood by those who, m the silence of night, have been 
victims of a terrible suspense, and have felt their hearts 
beat heavily with redoubled quickness at some monotonous 
recurring noise which has seemed to pour terror through 
them drop by drop. The commandant reached the 
middle of the road again. He was begmnmg to ask him- 
self, ‘ Am I deceived ? ’ His rage concentrated itself 
already upon Marche-a-Terre and his stolid tranquilbty j 
It flashed in his eyes like lightning as he looked at him ; 
but he discerned a savage irony in the Chouan’s sullen 
gaze that convinced him that it would be better not to 
discontinue his precautionary measures. His captain. 
Merle, came up to him just then, after havmg executed 
HuloPs orders. The mute actors m this scene, which 
was hke so many another that was to make this war one 
of the most dramatic ever known, were looking out 
impatiently for new sensations, curious to see any fresh 
manoeuvres that should throw a hght on obscure pomts 
of the military position, for their benefit. 

^Captain,’ said the commandant, ‘we did well to put 
the small number of patnots that we can depend upon 
among the requisitionanes at the rear of the detachment. 
Take another dozen of stout fellows and put' Sub- 
lieutenant Lebrun at the head of them , take them down 
quickly yourself to the rear of the detachment , they will 
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support the patriots down there, and they will make the 
whole troop of rascals move on, and quickly too, and 
bring them up to the level of our own men in no time 
I am waiting for you.’ 

The captain disappeared among the troop. The com- 
mandant looked out four resolute men, whom he knew 
to be alert and active, ahd called them by a gesture only , 
he tapped his nose with his forefinger, and then pointed 
to each in turn by way of a friendly sign. The four 
approached him. ‘You served with me under Hoche,’ 
said he, ‘ when we gave these scoundrels who call them- 
selves Chasseurs du Roi a lesson, and you know their ways 
of hiding themselves so as to pepper the Blues I ’ 

All four soldiers held up their heads and pressed their 
lips together significantly at this praise of their quick- 
wittedness. There was a reckless acquiescence in the 
soldierly heroic faces which showed that since the begin- 
ning of the struggle between France and Europe, their 
thoughts had scarcely strayed beyond the limits of the 
cartridge pouch at their backs and the bayonet they 
earned m front. They stood with pursed-up mouths, 
lookmg curiously and attentively at the commandant. 

‘Very well,’ went on Hulot, who in an eminent 
degree possessed the art of speakmg in the soldier’s pic- 
turesque language, ‘stout fellows, such as we are, must 
never allow the Chouans to make fools of us , and there 
are Chouans about, or my name is not Hulot. Be ofF, the 
four of you, and beat up either side of the road. The 
detachment is gomg to slip its cable , keep well alongside 
of It. Try not to hand in your checks, and clear up this 
business for me. Sharp * ’ 

He pointed out the dangerous heights above the road. 
By way of thanks, all four raised the backs of their hands 
before/'-heir old cocked hats, the turned-up brims, weather- 
beaten now and limp with age, had fallen over the crowns. 
One of them, Larose by name, a corporal that Hulot knew, 
said as he made the muzzle of his gun ring on the ground — 
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‘They shall have a solo on the dandhette, com- 
mandant.’ 

They set out, two of them to the nght, and the others 
to the left. It was not without an inward tremor that the 
company saw them disappear on either side of the way. 
The commandant shared m this anxiety , he believed 
that he had sent them to a certaiitf death. He shuddered 
in spite of himself when he saw their hats no longer, and 
both officers and men heard the sound of their footsteps 
on the dead leaves gradually dying away with a feeling 
all the more acutely gainful for being hidden so far 
beneath the surface. In war there are scenes like these, 
when four men sent into jeopardy cause more consterna- 
tion than the thousands of corpses stretched upon the field 
at Jemappes. So many and so fleeting are the expres- 
sions of the military physiognomy, that those who would 
fain depict them are obliged to call up memories of 
soldiers m the past, and to leave it to non-combatants to 
study their dramatic figures, for these stormy times were 
so rich in detail that any complete description of them 
could only be made at interminable length. 

Just as the gleam of the bayonets of the four soldiers 
was no longer visible, Captain Merle came back after 
executing the commandant’s orders with lightning speed. 
With two or three words of command Hulot set the rest 
of his troop in order of battle in the middle of the road , 
then he gave the word to regain the summit of the Pelenne, 
where his little advance guard was posted, and he him- 
self followed last of all, walkmg backwards, so that he 
might see the slightest change that should come over 
any of the pnncipal points m that view which nature had 
made so enchanting, and man, so full of terrors. 

Marche-a-Terre had followed aU the commandant’s 
manoeuvres with mdifferent eyes, but he had iX^atched 
the two soldiers as they penetrated the woods that lay 
to the nght with incredible keenness , and now, as 
Hulot reached the spot where Gerard stood on guard 
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over him, Marche-a-Tcrre began to whistle two or three 
tunes in a way that imitated the shrill, far-reaching 
cry of the screech-owl 

The three notorious smugglers whose names have been 
already mentioned used to employ some of the notes of 
that cry at night to give warnmg of an ambush, of 
danger, or of anything»else that concerned them. In this 
way the nickname Ghuin arose, which, m the dialect of 
the country, means an owl, or screech-owl. A corruption 
of the word served to designate those who in the previous 
war had adopted the tactics and signals of the three 
brothers, so that when he heai^d the suspicious whistle 
the commandant stopped and fixed his gaze on Marche-a- 
Terre. He affected to be deceived by the Chouari’s 
appearance of imbecility, that he might keep him at his 
side as a kind of barometer to indicate the enemy’s move- 
ments. So he caught Gerard’s hand as it was raised to 
dispatch the Chouan, and posted two soldiers a few paces 
away from the spy, ordermg them in loud and distinct tones 
to be ready to shoot him down if he attempted to make 
the slightest signal of any kind. In spite of his imminent 
peril, Marche-a-Terre showed no sort of perturbation, and 
the commandant, who was studying him, noticed this 
indifference. 

‘ The chap isn’t up to everything,’ he said to Gerard. 
‘ Aha I It IS not so easy to read a Chouan’s face , but 
this fellow’s wish to e:>Aibit his intrepidity has betrayed 
him. If he had shammed fright, Gerard, I should have 
taken him for a nincompoop, you see , and there would 
have been a pair of us, he and I. I had come to the end 
of my tether. Ah, we shall be attacked • But let 
them come , I am ready now ’ ’ 

The old soldier rubbed his hands triumphantly when 
Ije haA muttered these words, and looked maliciously at 
Marclie-a-Terre , then he locked his arms over his chest, 
took his stand in the middle of the road between his two 
favourite officers, and awaited the result of the measures 
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keep the frontier ? I wish he may, I am sure ; but the 
coalition will crush us altogether at last, and unluckily 
the one general who could save us has gone to the devil 
down there in Egypt > And how is he to get back 
moreover ? England is mistress of the seas.’ 

‘Bonaparte’s absence does not trouble me, command- 
ant,’ said Gerard, his •young adjutant, whose superior 
faculties had been developed by a careful education. ‘ Is 
our Revolution to end like that ? We are bound to do 
more than merely defend the soil of France , ours is a 
double mission. Ought we not to keep alive the very soul 
of our country, the generous phnciples of liberty and 
independence, that human reason evoked by our Assem- 
blies, which is winning its way, I hope, little by little ? 
France is like a traveller with a l^b^'i’.n her keeping, 
she must^osin^' Jtt.Aa i^and an’B defend herffd/ with 
the other; if your news is well founded, for these ten 
years past we have never been surrounded by so many 
who would seek to blow it out. Our doctrines and our 
country, all alike are about to perish ’ 

‘Alas, yes • ’ sighed the commandant Hulot. ‘Those 
mountebanks of Directors have managed to quarrel with 
all the men who could have steered the vessel — Berna- 
dette, Carnot, and every one else down to citizen Talleyrand 
has abandoned us There is only one good patriot left 
in fact, our friend Fouche, who has everything in his 
hands by police supervision. There is a man for you * 
He It was, too, who gave me warning in time of this 
insurrection. For all that, here we are in some pitfall or 
other, J am positive.’ 

‘Oh| if the army did not interfere a little in the 
governi lent,’ said Gerard, ‘ the lawyers would put us 
back in I a worse position than we were in before the 
Revolut-.n. Do those wretches understand how to 
make themselves obeyed ? ’ 

I am always in fear that I shall hear of their treating 
with the Bourbon princes. 'lonnerre de Dteti * If they 
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came to an understanding, what a fix some of the rest 
of us would be in out here.’ 

‘ No, no, commandant , we shall not come to that,’ 
said Gerard. ‘ As you say, the army would make its 
voice heard , and so that the army does not pick its words 
out of Pichegru’s dictionary, we shall not have been 
cutting ourselves to pieces for ten years, I hope, over 
carding the flax for others to spin.’ 

‘Well,’ said Captain Merle, ‘let us always conduct 
ourselves here like good patriots, and try to cut off the 
Chouan communications with la Vendee, for if once they 
hear that England has £. finger m the matter, I would not 
answer for the cap of our Republic, one and mdmsible.’) 

Just then the cry of a screech-owl, heard from somjc 
considerable distance, interrupted the conversation. Sti^ 
moje unessiiy the commandant again furtively scrutinised 
Marche-a-Terre , there was no sign of animation, so to 
speak, in his stohd face. The recruits, drawn up to- 
gether by one of the officers, were mustered like a herd 
of cattle in the crown of the road, some thirty paces from 
the troops in order of battle. Behind them again, at the 
distance of some ten paces, came the soldiers and patnots 
commanded by Lieutenant Lebrun. The commandant 
ran his eyes over this array, and gave a last glance at the 
picket posted in advance up the road. Satisfied with this 
disposition of his forces, he turned to give the order to 
march, when he saw the tricolour cockades of two of his 
scouts returning from the search of the woods that lay 
on the left. As he saw no sign whatever of the two sent 
to reconnoitre the right-hand woods, the commandant 
determined to wait for them. 

‘Perhaps the trouble is commg from that quarter,’ he 
remarked to his two officers as he pointed out the woods 
which seemed to have swallowed up his two cnfants 
perdus. 

While the two scouts were making some sort of report, 
Hulot ceased to watch Marche-a-Terrc. The Chouan 
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began again to give a sharp whistle, a cry so shrill that it 
co^d be heard a long way off, and then, before either 
of his guards so much as saw what he was after, he 
dealt them each a blow from his whip -handle that 
stretched them on the roadside. All at once answering 
cnes, or rather savage yells, startled the Republicans 
A terrible fire was open^ upon them from the wood that 
crowned the slope where the Chouan had been sitting, 
and seven or eight of their men fell. Five or six soldiers 
had taken aim at Marche-a-Terre, but none of them hit 
him He had climbed the slope with the agility of a wild 
cat and disappeared in the woo(?s above. His sabots 
rolled down into the ditch, and it was easy then to see 
upon his feet the great iron-bound shoes which were always 
worn by the Chasseurs du Roi At the first alarm given 
by the Chouans, all the recruits had made a dash for it 
into the woods on the right, like a flock of birds scared 
by the approach of a passer-by. 

‘Fire on those rascals I ’ roared the commandant. 

The company fired, but the recruits were well able to 
screen themselves from the musket-shots Every man 
set his back against a tree, and before the muskets had 
been reloaded, they were all out of sight. 

‘ Issue warrants for a Departmental Legion, eh ? 
Hulot said to Gerard. ‘ One would have to be as big a 
fool as a Director to put any dependence on a requisition 
from this distnct The Assemblies would show more 
sense if they would send us clothing, and money, and 
ammunition, and give up voting reinforcements ’ 

‘These swine like their bannocks better than ammuni- 
tion bread,’ said Beau-Pied, the wag of the company. 

At his words, hooting and yells of densive laughtei 
went up from the Republican troops, crying shame on the 
deserters, but a sudden silence followed all at once. The 
soldiers saw the two scouts who had been sent by the 
commandant to search the woods on the right, painfully 
toilmg down the slope, the less injured man supporting 
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hi 5 comrade, whose blood drenched the earth. The r.vc 
poor fellows had scarcely reached the middle of the bank 
when ]Vlarche-a-Terre showed his hideous face. His a'm 
was so certain that, with one shot, he hit them both, and 
the 7 rolled hea'. ily down into the ditch. His huge head 
had barelr shown itself before the muzzles of some thtrrr 
mu5ke3 were leiielied at him; ^but he had disappeared 
like a phantom behind the ominous gorse bushes. Ail 
these things, which it takes so many wo'^ds to describe, 
came to pass almost in a moment; and in a moment 
more, the patriots and soldiers of the rear-guard came up 
with the rest of the escort. 

^ Forward I ’ shouted Hulot. 

The company rapidiv gained the high and exposed 
position where the picket had been placed. The com- 
mandant then drew up his forces in order of battle, but 
he saw no further hostile demonstration on the part of the 
Chouans, and thought that the sole object of the ambtis- 
cade was the deliverance of his conscripts. 

‘ Their cries tell me that they are not in great force. 
Let us march double quick. We may possibly get to 
Em& 'befor-'vwe^ha’. e them down upon us.’ 

A patriot conscript overheard the words, left the ranks, 
and stood before Hulot. 

‘General,’ said he, ‘I’-ve seen some of this sort of 
hgoring before as a Counter-Chouan. i'lay I put in a 
word or two r ’ 

‘ Here’s one of these barrack-lawyers,’ the commandant 
muttered in Merle’s ears; ‘cheyalwa\3 think they are 
on for hearing. Go on ; argue away,’ he added to the 
young man from Fougeres. 

‘ Commandant, the Chouans ha^e brought arms, or 
cou'se, for those men that they have just recruited. If 
we hare to run for it now, the"’ will be waiting for us at 
every rum in the woods, and will pick us on to a man 
before we can get to Emee. We must argue, as you say, 
but it must be with cartridges, then, during the skirmish, 
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which will last longer than you look for, one of us could 
go for the National Guard and the Free Companies 
stationed at Fougeres. We may be conscripts, but you 
shall see by that time that we are not carnon-kites.’ 

‘ Then you think the Chouans are here in some 
force > * ^ 

‘Judge for yourself, cixizen-commandant.’ 

He led Hulot to a spot on the plateau where the sand 
had been disturbed, as if a rake had been over it ; and, 
after calling Hulot’s attention to this, led him some little 
way along a footpath where traces of the passage of a 
large body of men were distinctly visible. Leaves had 
been trodden right into the trampled earth 

‘That will be the gars from Vitre,’ said the Fougerais, 

‘ they have gone to join the Bas-Normands ’ 

‘What IS your name, citizen ? ’ asked Hulot. 

‘ Gudin, commandant ’ 

‘Well, then, Gudin, I shall make you corporal of your 
townsmen here You are a long-headed fellow, it seems 
to me I leave it to you to pick out one of your 
comrades, who must be sent to Fougeres, and you your- 
self will keep close beside me. But, first, there are these 
two poor comrades of ours that those brigands have laid 
out on the road there — you and some of your conscripts 
can go and take their guns, and clothes, and cartridge- 
boxes. You shall not stop here to take shots without 
returning them ’ 

The brave Fougerais went to stnp the dead, protected 
by an energetic fire kept up upon the woods by the whole 
company. It had its elfect, for the party returned 
without losing a man. 

‘These Bretons will make good soldiers,’ said Hulot 
to Gerard, ‘ if their mess happens to take their 
fancy.’ 

Gudin’s messenger set out at a trot down a pathway, 
that turned off to the left through the woods. The ’ 
soldiers, absorbed in examining their weapons, prepared for 
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the coming struggle. The commandant passed them in 
review, smiled encouragingly, and, placing himself with 
his two favounte officers a step or two in advance, 
awaited the onset of the Chouans with composure. 

Silence prevailed again, but it was only for a moment. 
Then three hundred Chouans, dressed exactly like the 
requisitionanes, issued from th^ woods to the right. 
They came on m no order, uttermg fearful cries, and 
occupied the width of the road before the little battalion of 
Blues The commandant divided his troops into two equal 
parts, each part presenting a front of ten men to the enemy. 
Between these divisions, and m the centre, he placed 
himself at the head of his band of twelve hastily equipped 
conscripts The litde army was protected by two wings 
of twenty-five men each, under the command of Gerard 
and Merle. These officers were to take the Chouans 
adroitly in flank, and to prevent them from scattering 
about the country — s'egailler they call the movement in 
the patois of this district, when every peasant would take 
up his position where he could shoot at the Blues without 
exposing himself, and the Republican troops were utterly 
at a loss to know where to have their enemies 

These arrangements, made with the rapidity demanded 
by the circumstances, seemed to infuse the commandant’s 
self-reliance into the men, and all advanced upon the 
Chouans m silence. At the end of the few seconds 
needed for the two bodies of men to approach each other, 
there was a sudden discharge at close quarters which 
scattered death through either rank , but in a moment 
the Republican wings had wheeled and taken the Chouans 
in flank. These latter had no means of opposing them, 
and the hot, pertinacious fire of their enemies spread 
death and disorder m their midst. This manoeuvre 
learly redressed the balance of the numbers on either 
'iide , but the courage and firmness of the Chouan 
Character was equal to all tests. They did not give way , 
their losses did not shake them j they closed their ranks 
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and tried to surround the little, dark, compact lines of 
Blues, who appeared in the narrow space they occupied 
like a queen bee in the midst of a swarm. 

Then they engaged in one of those horrible struggles 
at close quarters, when the rattle of musketry almost 
ceases, and the click of the bayonets is heard instead, and 
the ranks meet man to tnan , and, courage being equal on 
either side, the victory is won by sheer force of numbers. 
At first the Chouans would have carried all before them 
if the two wings under Merle and Gerard had not 
brought two or three volleys to bear slantwise on the 
enemy’s rear. By rights the two wings should have 
stayed where they were, and continued to pick olF their 
formidable foes in this adroit manner ; but the sight of 
the heroic battalion, now hemmed in on all sides by the 
Chasseurs du Rot.^ excited them. They flung themselves 
like madmen into the struggle on the roadway, bayonet 
in hand, and redressed the balance again for a few 
moments. Both sides gave themselves up to a furious 
zeal, aggravated by the ferocious cruelty of party-spint 
that made this war an exception. Each became absorbed 
by his own peril, and was silent. The place seemed chill 
and dark with death. The only sounds that broke the 
silence, and rose above the clash of weapons and the 
grating noise of the gravel underfoot, were the deep, 
hollow groans of those who fell badly wounded, or of the 
dying as they lay. In the Republican centre the dozen 
conscripts defended the person of the commandant (who 
issued continual warnings and orders manifold) with such 
courage that more than once a soldier here and there had 
cried, “Bravo, conscripts 

Hulot, the imperturbable and wide-awake, soon noticed 
among the Chouans a man, also surrounded by picked 
troops, who appeared to be their leader. It seemed to 
him very needful to make quite sure of this officer , now 
and again he made efforts to distinguish his features, 
hidden by a crowd of broad hats and red caps, and in this 
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way he recognised Marche- a-Terre beside the officer, 
repeating his orders in a hoarse voice, while he kept his 
carbine in constant use. Hulot grew tired of the repeated 
annoyance. He drew his sword, encouraged his requisi- 
tionaries, and dashed so furiously upon the Chouan centre 
that he penetrated their ranks and caught a glimpse of 
the officer, whose face, unluckily; was hidden by a large 
felt hat with a white cockade. But the stranger, taken 
somewhat aback by this bold onset, suddenly raised his 
hat. Hulot seized the opportunity to make a rapid 
survey of his opponent. 

The young chief, who seemed to Hulot to be about 
twenty-five years of age, wore a short green cloth shoot- 
mg coat. The white sash at his waist held pistols, the 
heavy shoes he wore were bound with iron hke those of 
the Chouans , gaiters reaching to the knee, and breeches of 
some coarse material, completed the costume. He was of 
middle height, but well and gracefully made. In his 
anger at seeingtheBluessoneartohim, hethrust on his hat 
again and turned towards them, but Marche-a-Terre and 
others of his party surrounded him at once, in alarm. 
Still through gaps in the crowd of faces that pressed 
about the young man and came between them, Hulot 
felt sure he saw a broad red riband on the officer’s 
unfastened coat, that showed the wearer to be a Knight 
Commander of the Order of St Louis. The com- 
mandant’s eyes, at first attracted by the long-forgotten royal 
decoration, were turned next upon a face, which he lost 
sight of agam in a moment, for the nsks of battle com- 
pelled him to watch closely over the safety and the move- 
ments of his own little band. He had scarcely time to 
see the colour of the sparkling eyes, but the fair hair and 
dehcately cut features tanned by the sun did not escape 
him, nor the gleam of a bare neck that seemed aU the 
whiter by contrast with a loosely knotted black scarf. 
There was the enthusiasm and excitement ofasoldier in the 
bearing of the young leader, and of a type of soldier for 
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whom a certain dramatic element seems desirable in a 
fight. The hand that swung the sword-blade aloft in 
the sunlight was well gloved, vigour was expressed in 
the face, and a certain refinement also in a like degree. In 
his high-wrought exaltation, set ofF by all the charms of 
youth and graciousness of manner, he seemed to be a lair 
ideal type of the French noblesse; while Hulot, not four 
paces from him, might have been the embodiment of the 
energetic Repubhc for whom the veteran was fighting. 
His stern Ace, his blue uniform faced with the worn red 
facings, the grimy epaulettes that hung back over his 
shoulders, expressed the character>and the deficiencies of 
their owner. 

The graceful attitude and expression of the younger 
man were not lost upon Hulot, who shouted as he tried 
to reach him — 

‘ Here you, ballet-dancer • come a little nearer, so that 
I may get a chance at you ! ’ 

The Royalist leader, irritated by the momentary check, 
made a desperate forward movement , but the moment his 
own men saw the danger he was thus incurring, they all 
flung themselves upon the Blues. A clear, sweet voice 
suddenly rang out above the dm of conflict — 

‘Here it was that the sainted Lescure fell! Will you 
not avenge him ? ’ 

At these magical words the Chouan onset became 
terrible , the httle troup of Republican soldiers kept their 
line unbroken with the greatest difficulty. 

‘If he had not been a youngster,’ said Hulot to him- 
self, as he gave way step by step, ‘ we should not have 
been attacked at dl. When did Chouans offer battle 
before ^ But so much the better, they won’t shoot us 
down like dogs alon^ the road.’ 

He raised his voice till the woods echoed with the 
words — 

‘ Come, look alive, men ; are we going to let ourselves 
be fooled by these bandits ? ’ 
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The verb is but a feeble substitute for that of the 
gallant commander’s choice, but old hands will be able to 
insert the genuine word, which certainly possesses a more 
soldierly flavour. 

‘Gerard, Merle,’ the commandant continued, ‘call 
in your men, form them in columns, and fall on their 
rear, fire on these curs, and make an end of them ' ’ 
Hulot’s orders were carried out with great difficulty , 
for the young chief heard the voice of his antagonist, and 
shouted — 

‘Saint Anne of Auray • Don’t let them get away I 
Scatter yourselves, my <gars I ’ 

As either wing commanded by Merle and Gerard with- 
drew from the thick of the fray, each little column was 
pertinaciously followed by Chouans in greatly supenor 
numbers The old goat-skins surrounded the men under 
Merle and Gerard on all sides, once more uttering those 
threatening cries of theirs, like the howls of wild beasts. 

‘Silence, gentlemen I ’ shouted Beau-Pied , * we 

can^t hear ourselves being killed.’ 

The joke put fresh heart into the Blues. 

The fighting was no longer concentrated upon a 
single point, the Republicans defended themselves m 
three different places on the plateau of the Pelerine, and 
the valleys, so quiet hitherto, re-echoed with the sound of 
the firing. Hours might have passed and left the issue 
still undecided, or the struggle might have come to an end 
for lack of combatants. The courage of Blues and 
Chouans was evenly matched, and the fierce desire of 
battle was surging as it were from the one side to the 
other, when far away and faintly there sounded the tap of 
a drum, and from the direction of the soimd the corps that 
It heralded must be crossing the valley of the Couesnon 
‘ That IS the National Guard from Fougeres I ’ cried 
Gudin , ‘ Vannier must have fallen in with them I ’ 

His voice reached the young leader and his ferocious 
aide-de-camp j the Royalists began to give way , but a cry 
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like a wild beast’s from Marche-a-T erre promptly checked 
them. Two or three orders were given in a low voice 
by the chief, and translated by Marche-a-Terre mto Bas- 
Breton for the Chouans , and the retreat began, conducted 
with a skill which baffled the Republicans, and even their 
commandant. In the first place, such of the Chouans as were 
not disabled drew up ii^ line at the word, and presented a 
formidable front to the enemy, while the wounded and the 
remainder of them fell behind to load their guns. Then 
all at once, with a swiftness of which Marche-a-Terre 
liad given an example, the wounded from the rear gained 
the summits of the bank on theri^ht side of the road, and 
were followed thither by half of the remaming Chouans, 
who clambered nimbly up, and manned the top of the 
bank, only their energetic heads being visible to the 
Blues below. Once there, they made a sort of rampart of 
the trees, and thence they brought the barrels of their 
guns to bear upon the remnant of the escort, who had 
rapidly drawn up in obedience to repeated orders from 
Hulot, in such a way as to present a fi'ont equal to that 
of the Chouans, who were still occupying the road. 
These last fell back, still disputing the ground, and 
wheeled so as to bring themselves under cover of the fire 
of their own party. When they reached the ditch which 
lay by the roadside, they scrambled in their turn up the 
steep slope, whose top was held by their own comrades, 
and so rejoined them, steadily supporting the murderous 
fire of the Republicans, which filled the ditch with 
dead bodies, the men from the height of the scarp 
replying the while with a fire no less deadly. 

Just then the National Guard from Fougeres arrived 
at a run on the scene of the conflict, and with their pre- 
sence the affair was at an end. A few excited soldiers 
and the National Guards were leaving the footpath to 
follow them up in the woods, but the commandant called 
to them in his soldier’s voice, “Do you want to be cut 
to bits over there ^ ” 
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Tier C 2 ^c cp with xhz Rep^Dlicsii treopi, who were 
left in pcisesiion of the £e!d inceec. out only after hea-ry 
Icises. Thenaii the old i:a3 went alo- on dtepoints of their 
bajones- whilee'.eiy'iolcier’avoicecriei rrTzcec.er, 'Lons: 
lire the R-epubhe I ’ E’ren the wonneen men lying by the 
rcads'ce shared aiihs in theenth-siasmjandHulotsq'-eezed 
his lietitenanr’s hand as ne said — * 


^ One might call that pinch;, eh r ’ 

Meric was ordered to burr the dead in a ratine oy the 
zrajiide. Carrs and homes were requisitioned mom 
neighbouring mrms for the wounded, whom their com- 
ranes hastened to lav ^n the clothing taken from the 
dead. Etfbre they set o_t, the htadoital Guam mom 
Fougeres broi^ght a Chouan to Hulotj the man was 
dangero’usly wounded, and had ceen found lying exhausted 
at the foot of the slope, up which his pnrty had made 
±em escape. 

‘Thanhs for this prompt smoke of yours, citizens,’ 
said the commandant. ‘ IZrsrrrre d: Dh-u I we should 
have had a bad quarter of an hour bur for you. You 
must lock out for yoursei.'es now; the war has broken 
out in earnest- Good day, ge.ntlemcn 1 ’ 

HuZot turned to his prisoner. 

‘ What Is vour general’s name ? ’ 

‘TheGa-m-’ 

‘ Who ? huarche-a-T erre ? ’ 

‘Xo, the Gars.’ 

‘ And where does the Gars come from : ’ 

To this question the Chasziur dj. ibjf made no reply ; 
his wild, weather-beaten mce was drawn with cain ; he 
icok his beads and besan to mutter a prayer. 

‘The Gars is that yomtg cl~^di^a?7t with the black 
eras at, no doubt. He has been sent o’. erherc by the 

Tyrant and his allies Pitt and Cobourg ^ 

Here the Chouan, who had so rax seemed unconsaous 
of what was going on, raised his head at the words to say 
prouaiv — 



The Ambuscade 


43 


* Sent by God and the King I ’ 

The energy with which he spoke exhausted his 
strength. The commandant turned away with a frown. 
He saw the difficulty of interrogatmg a dying man, a man, 
moreover, who bore signs of a gloomy fanaticism m every 
line of his face. Two of his men stepped forward and 
took aim at the Chouln , they were friends of the two 
poor fellows whom Marche-a~Terre had dispatched so 
brutally with a blow from his whip at the outset, for both 
were lying dead at the roadside. The Chouan’s steady 
eyes did not flinch before the barrels of the muskets that 
they pointed at him, although the)^ fired close to his face. 
He fell, but when the men came up to strip the corpse, 
he shouted again for the last time, ‘Long live the 
King • ’ 

‘All nght, curmudgeon,* said Clef-des-Coeurs. 
‘ Be off to your Holy virgin and get your supper. 
Didn’t he come back and say to our feces, “ Long live the 
Tyrant,” when we thought it was all over with him ? ’ 

‘Here, sir,’ said Beau- Pied j ‘here are the brigand’s 
papers.’ 

‘ Look here, though,’ cned Clef-des-Coeurs, ‘ here’s a 
fellow been enlisted by the Saints above , he wears their 
badge here on his chest * ’ 

Hulot and some others made a group round the 
Chouan’s naked body, and saw upon the dead man’s 
breast a flaming heart tattooed m a bluish colour, a token 
that the wearer had been initiated into the Brotherhood of 
the Sacred Heart Under the symbol Hulot made out 
‘ Marie Lambrequin^ evidently the Chouan’s own name. 

‘You see that, Clef-des-Cceurs f * asked Beau-Pied, 
‘ Well, you would guess away for a century and never 
find out what that part of his accoutrements means.’ 

‘ How should I know about the Pope’s uniforms,’ 
replied Clef-des-Coeurs. 

‘You good-for-nothing flint-crusher, will you never be 
any vmser ^ Can’t you see that they promised the chap 
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there that he should come to life again ? He painted his 
gizzard so as to be known by it.’ There was some 
ground for the witncism. Hulot himself could not help 
Joining in the general laughter that followed. 

By this time Merle had buried the dead, and the 
wounded had been laid in the carts as carefully as might 
be. The other soldiers formed fin a double file, one on 
either side of the improvised ambulance waggons, and m 
this manner they went down the other side of the 
mountain, the outlook over l^Iaine before their eyes, and 
the Io\ ely valley of the Pelerine, which nvals that of the 
Couesnon. Hulot and- his two friends Merle and Gerard 
followed slowly after the men, wishing that they might, 
without further mishap, reach Ernee, where the v. ounded 
could be attended to. 

This engagement, though scarcely heard of in Franc^ 
where great events were even then taking place, attracted 
some attention m the West, where this second rising 
filled every one’s thoughts. A change was remarked in 
the methods adopted by the Chouans in the opening of 
the war : never before had they attacked so considerable 
a body of troops. Hulot’s conjectures led him to suppose 
that lie voung; Royalist whom he had seen must be ‘ the 
Gars,’ a new general sent over to France by the princes, 
and that his own name and ntle were concealed after the 
custom of Royalist leaders by that kind of nickname 
which is called a nom-di-gzwrre. This circumstance made 
him as uneasy after his dubious \ictory as he bad been on 
his first suspicion of an ambuscade; more than once be 
turned to look at the plateau of La PHerine, which he was 
leaving behind, while e\ en yet at intervals the faint sounn 
of a drum reached him, for the Nanonal Guard v/as going 
down the valley of the Couesnon, while they themselves 
v/ere descending the alley of La Pelerine. 

f Can either of you suggest their motive for attacking 
us ? ’ he began abruptly, addressing his tv/o fidends. 
fFwhtinff IS a kind of trade in musket shots for them. 
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and I cannot see that they have made anything in our case. 
They must have lost at least a hundred men , while we,’ 
he added, screwing up his right cheek, and winking his 
eyes by way of a smile, ‘have not lost sixty. By 
Heaven, I can’t understand the speculation I The 
rogues need never have attacked us at all We should 
have gone past the plate like letters by the post, and I 
can’t see what good it did them to make holes in our 
fellows.’ 

He pointed dejectedly to the wounded as he spoke. 
‘May be they wanted to wish us good day,’ he added. 

‘But they have secured a hundred and fifty of our 
lambs,’ said Merle, thinking of the recruits. 

‘ The requisitionaries could have hopped off into the 
woods like frogs , we should not have gone in to fish 
them out again, at any rate not after a volley or two. 
No, no,’ went on Hulor, ‘there is something more 
behind.’ 

He turned again to look'at La Pelerine. 

‘ Stay,’ he cried . ‘ look there > ’ 

Far away as they were from the unlucky plateau by 
this time, the practised eyes of the three officers easily 
made out Marche-a-Terre and others in possession of the 
place. 

‘Quick march*’ cried Hulot to his troop. ‘Stir 
your shanks and make those horses move on filter than 
that. Are their legs frozen •* Have the beasts also 
been sent over by Pitt and Cobourg ’ The pace of the 
little troop was quickened by the words. 

‘ I hope to Heaven we shall not have to clear up this 
mystery at Ernee with powder and ball,’ he said to the 
two officers , ‘ it is too dark a business for me to see 
through readily. I am afraid we shall be told that the 
king’s subjects have cut off our communications with 
Mayenne.’ 

The very strategical problem which made Hulot’s 
moustache bristle, gave anxiety, no whit less keen, to the 
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men whom he had discovered upon the summit of La 
Pelerine. The drum of the National Guard from 
Fougeres was hardly out of earshot, the Blues had only 
reached the bottom of the long steep road below, when 
Marche-a-Terre cheerfully gave the cry of the screech 
owl again, and the Chouans reappeared, but in smaller 
numbers. Some of them must have been occupied in 
bandagmg the wounded at the village of La Pelerine, on 
the side of the hills overlooking the valley of the 
Couesnon. Two or three Chasseurs du Rot came up to 
Marchc-a-T erre. 

Four paces away tbs' young noble sat musing on a 
granite boulder, absorbed by the numerous thoughts to 
which his difficult enterprise gave rise in him. Marche- 
a-Terre shaded the sun from his eyes with his hand as he 
dejectedly followed the progress of the Republicans down 
the valley of La Pelenne. His small keen black eyes were 
trying to discover what was passing on the horizon 
where the road left the valley for the opposite hillside. 

‘The Blues will intercept the mail,’ said one of the 
chiefs sullenly, who stood nearest to Marche-a-Terre. 

‘By St Anne of Auray > ’ asked another, ‘why did 
you make us fight ? To save your own skin ^ ’ 

Marche-a-Terre’s glance at the speaker was full of 
malignity , he rapped the butt of his heavy carbine on 
the ground. ‘Am I in command?’ said he. Then 
after a pause he went on, ‘ If all of you had fought as I 
did, not one of the Blues would have escaped,’ and he 
pointed to the remnant of Hulot’s detachment below, 
‘and perhaps then the coach would have come through 
as far as here.’ 

‘ Do you suppose,’ asked a third speaker, ‘ that the 
idea of escorting it, or stopping it either, would have 
crossed their mmds if we had let them pass peaceably I 
You wanted to save your own hide, you that would have 
it the Blues were not on the march. He must save his 
own bacon,’ he went on, turning to the others, ‘ and the 
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rest of us must bleed for it, and we are like to lose twenty 
thousand francs m good gold com besides.’ 

‘Bacon yourself!’ cried Marche-a-Terre, drawing 
back and bnnging his carbine to bear on his adversary. 
‘ It’s not that you hate the Blues, but that you are fond 
of money. You shall die without confession, do you 
hear ? A damned rascdi that hasn’t taken the sacrament 
this twelvemonth past.’ 

The Chouan turned white with rage at this insult, a 
deep growl came from his chest as he raised his musket 
and pointed it at Marche-a-Terre. The young leader 
rushed between them, knocked the firearms out of their 
hands by striking up their weapons with the stock of his 
carbine, and demanded an explanation of the quarrel. 
The dispute had been carried on in Bas Breton, with 
which he was not very familiar. 

Marche-a-Terre explamed, and ended his discourse 
with, ‘ It’s the more shame to them that bear a grudge 
against me, my lord marquis, for I left Pille-Miche 
behind, and very likely he will keep the coach out of 
these robbers’ clutches.’ He pointed to the Blues, for 
these faithful defenders of altar and throne were all 
brigands and murderers of Louis xvi. 

‘ What i* ’ cried the young man angrily. ‘ Do you 
mean to say you are waiting here to stop a coach ? 
Y ou cowards, who could not gam the victory in the first 
encounter with me for your commander I How is 
victory possible with such intentions ? So those who 
fight for God and the King are piUagers ? By St. Anne 
of Auray I we are making war on the Republic and not 
on diligences. Any one guilty of such disgraceful 
actions m future will not be pardoned, and shall not 
benefit by the favours destined for brave and faithful 
servants of the King.’ 

A murmur like a growl arose from the band. It was 
easy to see that the authority of the new leader, never 
very sure over these undisciplined troops, had been com- 
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promised. Nothing of this was lost upon the young tnanj 
who cast about him for a means of saving his orders 
from discredit, when the sound of approaching horse-hoofs 
broke the silence. Every head was turned m the direction 
whence the sound seemed to come. A young woman 
appeared, mounted sideways upon a little horse, her pace 
quickened to a gallop as soon as Ihe saw the young man 
‘What is the matter?’ she asked, looking by turns at 
the chief and the assembled Chouans. 

‘Would you believe it, madame, they are waiting to 
plunder the coach that runs between Mayenne and 
Fougeres, just as wtf" have liberated our gars from 
Fougeres in a skirmish which has cost us a good many 
hves, without our being able to demolish the Blues.’ 

‘Very well, but where is the harm ? ’ asked the young 
lady, whose woman’s tact had revealed the secret of this 
scene to her. ‘You have lost some men, you say , we 
shall never run short of them. The mail is carrying 
money, and we are always short of that. We will bury 
our men, who v/ill go to heaven, and we will take the 
money, which will go mto the pockets of these good 
fellows. What is the objection ? ’ 

Every face among the Chouans beamed with approval 
at her words. 

‘Is there nothing in this to make you blush?’ said 
the young man in a low voice. ‘ Are you in such 
straits for money that you have to take the road for it ? ’ 

‘ I am so in want of it, marquis, that I could put my 
heart in pledge for it, I think, if it were stiU in my 
keeping,’ she said, smihng coquettishly at him. ‘ Where 
can you come from to thmk of employing Chouans 
without allowing them to plunder the Blues now and 
again ? Don’t you know the proverb, “ Thievish as an 
owl,” and what else is a Chouan ? Besides,’ she went 
on, raising her voice, ‘is it not a nghteous acnon ? 
Have not the Blues robbed us, and taken the property of 
the Church ? ’ 
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Again a murmur from the Chouans greeted her words, 
a very different sound from the growl with which they 
had answered the marquis. The colour on the young 
man’s brow grew darker, he stepped a little aside with 
the lady, and began with the lively petulance of a well- 
bred man — ^ 

‘ Will these gentlemen come to the Vivetiere on the 
appointed day ? ’ 

‘Yes,’ she answered, ‘all of them, I’lntime, Grand 
Jacques, and possibly Ferdinand.’ 

‘Then permit me to return thither, for I cannot 
sanction such brigandage by my presence Yes, madamc, 
I say It IS brigandage. A noble may allow himself to be 
robbed, but ’ 

‘Very well then,’ she broke in; ‘I shall have your 
share, and I am obliged to you for giving it up to me. 
The prize money will put me in funds. My mother has 
delayed sending money to me for so long that I am fairly 
desperate,’ 

‘ Goodbye,’ said the marquis, and he disappeared. 
The lady hurried quickly after him. 

‘Why won’t you stay with me?’ she asked, with a 
glance half tyrannous, half tender; such a glance as a 
woman gives to a man over whom she exerts a claim, 
when she desires to make her wishes known to him. 

‘ Are you not going to plunder the coach ? ’ 

‘ Plunder ? ’ she repeated , ‘ what a strange expression I 
’ Let me explain ’ 

‘ Not a word,’ he said, taking both her hands and 
kissing them with a courtier’s ready gallantry. ‘Listen 
to me,’ he went on, after a pause, ‘ if I were to stay 
here while they stop the coach, our people would kill me, 
for I should ’ 

‘They would not kill you,’ she answered quickly; 
‘they would tie your hands together, always with due 
respect to your rank , and after levying upon the 
Republicans a contribution sufficient for their equipment 

D 
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and maintenanccj and for some purchases of gunpowder, 
they would again obey you blindly.’ 

‘ And you would have me command here ? If my life is 
necessary to the cause for which I am fighting, you must 
allow me to save my honour as a commander. I can 
pass over this piece of cowardice if it is done in my 
absence I will come back agafihi to be your escort ’ 

He walked rapidly away. The young lady heard the 
sound of his footsteps with evident vexation. When the 
sound of his tread on the dead rustling leaves had died 
away, she waited a while like one stupefied, then she 
hurried back to th<f Chouans An abrupt scornful 
gesture escaped her, she said to Marche-a-Terre, who 
was aiding her to dismount, ‘ The young man wants to 
open war on the Republic in regular form f — Ah, well, he 
will alter his mind m a day or two. But how he has 
treated me I’ she said to herself after a pause. 

She sat down on the rock where the marquis had been 
sitting, and waited the coming of the coach in silence. It 
was not one of the least significant signs of the times that 
a young and noble lady should be thus brought by violent 
party feeling into the struggle between the monarchies 
and the spirit of the age, impelled by the strength of 
those feelings to assist m deeds, to which she yet was (so 
to speak) not an accessory, led like many another by an 
exaltation of soul that sometimes brings great things to 
pass Many a woman, like her, played a part in those 
troubled times , sometimes it was a sorry one, sometimes 
the part of a heroine. The Royalist cause found no 
more devoted and active emissaries than among such 
women as these. 

In expiation of the errors of devotion, or for the mis- 
chances of the false position in which these heroines of their 
cause were placed, perhaps none suffered so bitterly as 
the lady at that moment seated on the slab of granite 
by the wayside , yet even m her despair she could not 
but admire the noble pride and the loyalty of the young 
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chief. Insensibly she fell to musing deeply. Bitter 
memories awoke that made her look longmgly back to 
early and innocent days, and regret that she had not fallen 
a victim to this Revolution, whose progress such weak 
hands as hers could never stay. 

The coach, which had counted for somethmg in the 
Chouan attack, had lefi the village of Ernee some 
moments before the two parties began skirmishing. 
Nothing reveals the character of a country more clearly 
than Its means of communication. Looked at in this 
light, the coach deserves special attention. The Revolu- 
tion Itself was powerless to destroy ; it is going yet in 
our own day. 

When Turgot resumed the monopoly of conveyance 
of passengers throughout France, which Louis xiv. had 
granted to a company, he started the fresh enterpnse which 
gave his name to the coaches or iurgottnes , and then out 
into the provinces went the old chariots of Messrs, de 
Vousges, Chauteclaire, and the widow Lacombe, to do 
service upon ihe highways. One of these miserable 
/vehicles came and went between Mayenne and Fougeres. 

' They were called iurgottnes out of pure perversity and 
by way of antiphrasis , perhaps a dislike for the minister 
who started the innovation, or a desire to mimic Pans, 
suggested the appellation. 

This turgotine was a crazy cabriolet, with two enor- 
mous wheels j its back seat, which scarcely afforded room 
» for two fairly stout people, served also as a box for carrying 
the mails. Some care was required not to overload the 
feeble structure , but if travellers earned any luggage, it 
had to lie in the bottom of the coach, a narrow box-like 
hole shaped like a pair of bellows, where their feet and legs 
were already cramped for room. The original colour of the 
body and the wheels offered an insoluble enigma to the 
attention of passengers. Two leather curtains, unman- 
ageable in spite of their long service, protected the 
sufferers from wind and weather. The driver, 
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seated in front on a rickety bench, as in the wretchedest 
chaises about Pans, was perforce included in the conversa- 
tion, by reason of his peculiar position among his victims, 
biped and quadruped. There v/ere fantastic resemblances 
between the vehicle and some decrepit old man who has 
come through so many bronchj^l attacks and apoplectic 
seizures that Death seems to respect him. It went com- 
plainingly, and creaked at every other moment. Like a 
traveller overtaken by heavy slumber, it lurched back- 
wards and forwards, as if it would fain have resisted the 
strenuous efforts of the little Breton horses that dragged 
It over a tolerably uneven road This relic of a bygone 
time held three passengers , their conversation had been 
mterrupted at Ernee while the horses were changed, and 
was now resumed as they left the place. 

‘ What makes you think that the Chouans will show 
themselves out here ? ’ asked the dnver. ‘ They have 
just told me at Ernee that the commandant Hulot had 
not yet left Fougeres ’ 

‘ It’s aU very well for you, friend,’ said the youngest 
of the three ; ‘you risk nothing but your own skin. If 
you were known as a good patriot and earned three 
hundred crowns about you, as I do, you wouldn’t take 
things so easily.’ 

‘ In any case, you are very imprudent,’ said the driver, 
shaking his head. 

‘You may count your sheep and yet the wolf will get 
them,’ said the second person. He was dressed in black, 
looked about forty years of age, and seemed to be a recteur 
thereabouts His double chin and florid complexion 
marked him out as belonging to the Church. Short and 
stout though he was, he displayed a certain agility each 
time he got in or out of the conveyance. 

‘ Are you Chouans ? ’ cried the owner of the three 
hundred crowns. His voluminous goat-skin cloak covered 
breeches of good cloth and a very decent waist- 
coat, all signs of a well-to-do farmer. ‘ By the soul 
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of St. Robespierre,’ he went on, ‘ you shall be well 
received. . . .’ 

He looked from the dnver to the rector, and showed 
them both the pistols at his waist. 

‘ Bretons are not to be frightened that way,’ said the 
cure , ‘ and besides that, do we look as if we wanted your 
money ? ’ 

Each time the word money was mentioned the driver 
became silent. The recteur^s wits were keen enough to 
make him suspect that the patnot had no money, and 
that there was some cash in the keeping of their 
charioteer. 

‘ Have you much of a load, Coupiau ? ’ he inquired. 

‘ Next to nothing, as you may say. Monsieur Gudm,’ 
replied the driver. 

Monsieur Gudin looked mquinngly from Coupiau to 
the patriot at this, but both countenances were alike 
imperturbable. 

‘ So much the better for you,’ answered the patriot. 
‘ I shall take my own measures for protecting my money 
if anything goes wrong.’ 

This direct assumption of despotic authority provoked 
Coupiau into replying roughly — 

‘ I am the master here in the coach, and so long as I 
take you to ’ 

‘ Are you a patnot or a Chouan '> ’ interrupted his 
adversary sharply. 

‘ I am neither,’ answered Coupiau j ‘ I am a 
postilion, and, what is more, a Breton , and therefore 
I am not afraid of Blues nor of gentlemen.’ 

‘ Gentlemen of the road, you mean,’ said the patriot 
sardonically. 

‘They only take what others have taken from them,’ 
put in the recteur quickly, while the eyes of either 
traveller stared at the other as if to penetrate into cither’s 
brain. In the interior of the coach sat a third passenger, 
who remained absolutely silent through the thick of the 
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debate. Neither the driver, the patnot, nor Gudin 
himself took the slightest heed of this nonentity. As a 
matter of fact, he was one of those tiresome and incon- 
vement people who travel by coach as passively as a calf 
that is carried with its legs tied up to a neighbouring 
market. At the outset they possess themselves of at 
least the space allotted to them by the regulations, and 
end by sleeping without consideration or humani^ on 
their neighbours’ shoulders. The patnot, Gudin, and 
the driver had let him alone, thinkmg that he was asleep, as 
soon as they had ascertained that it was useless to attempt 
to converse with a fnan whose stony countenance bore 
the records of a hfe spent in measunng ells of cloth, and 
a mind bent solely upon buying cheap and selling dear. 
Yet, in the corner where he lay curled up, a pair of 
chma-blue eyes opened from time to time , the stout, httle 
man had viewed each speaker m turn with alarm, doubt, 
and mistrust, but he seemed to stand in fear of his travel- 
ling companions, and to trouble himself very little about 
Chouans. The dnver and he looked at one another hke 
a pair of freemasons. Just then the firmg began at La 
Pelerme j Coupiau stopped m dismay, not knowing what 
to do. 

‘ Oh, ho ! ’ said the churchman, who seemed to grasp 
the situation ; ‘ this Ts something serious. There are a 
lot of people about.’ 

‘The question is, who will get the best of it, M. 
Gudin ? ’ cried Coupiau, and this time the same anxiety 
was seen on all faces. 

‘Let us put up at the mn down there, and hide the 
coach tiU the affair is decided,’ suggested Coupiau. 

This advice seemed so sound that Coupiau acted upon 
it, and wth the patnot’s help concealed the coach behind 
a pile of faggots. 

The supposed recteur found an opportunity of whis- 
pering to Coupiau — 

‘Has he really any money f * 
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‘ Ehj M. Gudin, if all he has found its way into 
your reverence’s pockets they would not be very heavy.’ 

The Republicans, hurrying to reach Ernee came past 
the inn without stopping there. The sound of their 
rapid march brought Gudin and the innkeeper to the 
door to watch them curiously. All at once the stout 
ecclesiastic made a daslf at a soldier who was lagging 
behind. 

‘Eh ? ’ he cried, ‘ Gudin 1 Are you really going 
with the Blues.? Infetuated boy I Do you know what 
you are about ? ’ 

‘Yes, uncle,’ answered the corporal; ‘ I have sworn 
to fight for France ! ’ 

‘But your soul is m danger, scapegrace,’ cried his 
uncle, appealing to the religious scruples that are so 
strong in Breton hearts. 

‘Well, uncle, I won’t say but that if the king had 
put himself at the head of his ’ 

‘ Idiot 1 Who is talking about the king ? Will your 
Republic give preferment ? It has upset everything ' 
What kind of a career do you expect ? Stay with us , 
we shall tnumph some day or other, and then you shall 
be made councillor to some Parliament.’ 

‘ A Parliament ? ’ asked Gudin mockingly. ‘ Good- 
bye, uncle I ’ 

‘ You shall not have the worth of three louis fi-om 
me ; I shall disinherit you,’ his uncle called angrily after 
him. 

‘ Thanks,’ said the Republican, and they parted. 

The fumes of cider to which the patriot had treated 
Coupiau while the little troop was passing had succeeded 
in obscuring the driver’s intelligence somewhat , but he 
brightened up agam when the landlord, havmg learned 
the upshot of the struggle, brought the news of a victory 
for the Blues. Coupiau brought out his coach upon the 
road again, and they were not long in showing them- 
selves in the bottom of the valley of La Pelerine. From 
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the plateaux of Maine and of Brittany both it was easy 
to see the coach lying in the trough between two great 
waves, like a bit of wreckage after a storm at sea. 

Hulot meanwhile had reached the summit of a slope 
that the Blues were climbing. La Pelerine was still in 
sight, a long way ofF, so he turned to see if the Chouans 
still remained on the spot. Th£ sunlight shining on the 
barrels of their muskets marked them out for him as a 
little group of bright dots As he scanned the valley for 
the last time before quitting it for the valley of Ernee, he 
thought he could discern Coupiau’s chariot on the high 
road c 

‘ Isn’t that the Mayenne coach ? ’ he asked of his 
two comrades, who turned their attention to the old 
turgotine and recognised it perfectly well 

‘Well, then, how was it that we did not meet it?’ 
asked Hulot, as all three looked at each other in silence. 

‘ Here is one more enigma,’ he went on , ‘ but I 
begin to have an inkling of the truth ’ 

Just at that very instant Marche-a-Terre also dis- 
covered the turgotine, and pointed it out to his comrades. 

A general outburst of rejoicing aroused the young lady 
from her musings She came forward and saw the coach 
as It sped up the hillside with luckless haste. The 
miserable turgotine reached the plateau almost immedi- 
ately , and the Chouans, who had hidden themselves, once 
more rushed out upon their prey in greedy haste. The 
dumb traveller slipped down mto the bottom of the coach, < 
and cowered there, trying to look like a package. 

‘Well,’ cried Coupiau from the box, ‘so you have 
smelt out the patriot there f He has money about him — 
a bag full of gold , ’ and as he spoke, he pointed out the 
small farmer, only to find that the Chouans hailed his 
remarks with a general roar of laughter and shouts of 
‘ Pille-Miche ^ Pille-Miche I Pille-Miche • ’ In the 
midst of the hilarity, which Pille-Miche himself echoed, 
Coupiau came down from jhe box in confusion. The 
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famous Cibot, alias Pille-Miche, aided his companion to 
alight, and a respectful murmur arose. 

‘It is the Abbe Gudin • ’ cried several voices. 

All hats went ofF at the name, and the Chouans knelt 
to ask for his blessing, which was gravely given. 

Then the Abbe clapped Pille-Miche on the shoulder. 

‘ He would deceive at. Peter himself, and steal away 
the keys of Paradise i ’ he cried. ‘ But for him the Blues 
would have stopped us , ’ and, seeing the young lady, he 
spoke with her a few paces aside Marche-a-Terre 
adroitly raised the seat of the coach, and with ferocious 
glee, extracted a bag which, from its shape, evidently 
contained rouleaux of gold. He was not long about ' 
dividing the spoil. There were no disputes, for each 
Chouan received his exact share. Lastly, he went up to 
the lady and the priest, and presented them with about 
SIX thousand francs. 

‘ Can I take this with a clear conscience. Monsieur 
Gudin ? ’ the lady asked, feeling within her the need of a 
sanction. 

‘ Why not, madame ? In former times, did not the 
Church approve the confiscation of Protestant goods ? 
And we have stronger reasons for despoihng these 
revolutionaries, who deny God, plunder churches, and 
persecute religion ? Thereupon the Abbe added example 
to precept, and took without scruple the tenth — in new 
coin — which Marche-a-Terre offered him. 

‘ However,’ he added, ‘ I can now dedicate all I have to 
the service of God and the King. My nephew has cast 
in his lot with the Blues.’ 

Coupiau was lamenting, and bewailed himself for a 
ruined man. 

‘Come along with us,’ said Marche-a-Terre, ‘you 
shall have your share.’ 

‘ Every one will say that I set out to be robbed, if I go 
back again, and there are no traces of violence ’ 

‘ Oh, if that IS all want,’ said Marche-a-Terre. 
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He made a sign, and a volley of musketry riddled the 
turgodne. The old coach gave a cry so piteous at this 
salute, that the Chouans, naturally superstitious, feU back 
in alarm, save Marche-a-Terre, who had seen the pale 
fece of the mute traveller as it rose and fell inside. 

‘There is one more fowl yet in your coop,’ Marche- 
a-Terre said in a low voice to ([kjupiau. Pillc-Miche, 
who saw what this meant, winked signiScantly. 

‘Yes,’ replied the driver; ‘but I made it a condition 
when I enlisted with you that I was to take this worthy 
man safe and sound to Fougeres. I promised that in the 
name of the Saint of Aftray.* 

‘ Who is he ? ’ asked Piile-Miche. 

‘ I can ’t teU you that,’ said Coupiau. 

‘ Let him alone ! ’ said Marche-a-Terre, nudging PiUc- 
Miche vrith his elbow. ‘ He swore by the holy Virgin of 
Auray, and a promise is a promise. But don’t be in too 
great a hurry down the hill,’ the Chouan went on, 
addressing Coupiau ; ‘ we wiU catch you up for reasons 
of our own. I want to see the muzzle of that passenger 
of yours, and then we vnll give him a passport.’ 

A horse was heard approachmg La PHcrine at full 
gallop. In a moment the young leader returned, and 
the lady promptly tried to conceal her hand with the bag 
in it. 

‘You need not scruple to keep that money,’ he said, 
drawing the lady’s arm forward. ‘ Here is a letter for 
you among those that awaited me at the Vivetierc ; it is 
from your mother.’ 

He looked from the coach, which now descended the 
hill, to the Chouans, and added, ‘ In spite of my haste, 
I am too late. Heaven send that my fears are lU 
grounded ! ’ 

‘That is my poor mother’s money!’ cried the lady, 
when she had broken the seal of the letter and read the 
first few lines. 

Sounds of smothered laughter came from the y/oods. 
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The young man himself could not help smiling at 
sight of the lady with a share of the plunder of her own 
property in her hands. She began to laugh herself. 

‘Well, I escape without blame for once, Marquis,’ she 
said. ‘ Heaven be praised ^ ’ 

‘So you take all , things with a light heart, even 
remorse ? ’ the young man asked ; but she flushed up 
with such evident contrition that he relented. The Abbe 
politely handed to her the tenth he had just received with 
as good a face as he could put upon it, and followed the 
young leader, who was returning bjr the way he had 
come. The young lady waited* behind for a moment, 
and beckoned to Marche-a-Terre. 

‘You must go over towards Mortagne,’ she said m a 
low voice. ‘ I know that the Blues must be continually 
transmittmg large sums of money to Alen^on for the 
prosecution of the war. I give up to your comrades the 
money I have lost to-day ^ but I shall expect them to 
make it up to me. And before all things, the Gars is 
not to know the reason for this expedition j but if any- 
thing should go wrong, I will pacify him.’ 

‘ Madame,’ the Marquis began, as she sat behind him 
en croupe.^ having made over her horse to the Abbe, ‘ our 
friends in Pans are writing to tell us to keep a sharp 
look-out, for the Republic means to take us with craft 
and guile.’ 

‘ Well, they might do worse,’ she rephed , ‘ it is not at 
all a bad idea of theirs. I shall take part now in the war, 
and meet the enemy on my own ground.’ 

‘Faith, yes,’ said the Marquis. ‘Pichcgru warns me 
to be on my guard as to friendships of every kind. The 
Repubhc does me the honour to consider me more 
formidable than all the Vendeans put together, and thinks 
to get me into its grasp by working on my weaknesses.’ 

‘ Are you going to suspect me ? ’ she asked, tapping 
his breast with the hand by which she held him close 
to her. 
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‘Would you be there, in my heart, if I could ? ’ he saiti, 
and turned to receive a kiss on his forehead. 

‘Then vre are like to run more rlsss from Fouchc’s 
police than from regular troops or from Counter-Chouans,’ 
vras the Abbe’ s comment. 

‘ Your rc.erence is quite right.’ . 

‘Ah, ha } ’ the lady uiclaimed, ^so Fouche is going to 
send women against your I am ready for them,’ she 
added after a brief pause, with a deeper note in her T,oice. 

i^Ieantime, some four gunshots from the lonely plateau 
which the leaders had just quitted, a drama was being 
enacted of a kind to be fommon enough on the highv.ays 
for some rime. Beyond the little Mh’age of La Pelerine, 
Prile-iliche and iMarche-a-Terre had again stopped the 
coach in a place where the road widcnec out. Coupiau, 
after a feeble resistance, came down ftom the box. The 
tadtum cra^.eller, dragged ftom his hiding-place by the 
two Chouans, fomnd himself on his knees m a bush of 
broom. 

‘Who are you f ’ asked Alarche-a-Terre in threatenin? 
tones. The traveller did not answer at all rill P;l]e--.Iiche 
recommenced his examination with a blow from the butt 
end ofbh musket. Tiien, with a glance at Coupiau, the 
man spoke — 

‘I am Jacques Pinaud, a poor linen-draper.’ Coupiau 
seemed to think txiat he did not break his word by shaking 
his head. PHle-iliche acted on the hint, and cointed his 
musket at the traveller, while ilarche-a-Terre deliber- 
ately uttered this ternble ultimatum — 

j 

‘You are a great deal too fat to know the pinch of 
poverty. If we have to ask you for your name azain, here 
is my friend Pille-iliche with his musket, ready to earn 
the esteem and grarin.de of your heirs. Now, who are 
you ? ’ he asked after a pause. 

‘ I am d’Orgemont of Fougeres.’ 

‘ Ha 1 ’ cried the two Chouans. 

‘7 did not betray you, Mons'eur d’Orgemonr,’ said 
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Coupiau. ‘The holy Virgin is my witness that I did 
my best to protect you/ 

‘Since you are Monsieur d’Orgemont of Fougeres, 
replied Marche-a-Terre with a fine affectation of respect, 
‘of course we must let you go in peace. But still, as you 
are neither good Chojian nor genuine Blue (for you it 
was who bought the property of the Abbey of Juvigny), 
you are going to pay us three hundred crowns ’ — here he 
seemed to count the number of the party — and went on, 
‘ of SIX francs each. Neutrality is cheap at the price.’ 

‘Three hundred crowns of six francs each I* echoed 
the unlucky banker in. chorus v\fith Coupiau and Pille- 
Miche, each one with a different intonation. 

‘My dear sir, I am a ruined man,’ he cried, ‘This 
devil of a Republic taxes us up to the hilt, and this forced 
loan of a hundred millions has drained me dry.’ 

‘ How much did your Republic want of you ? * 

‘ A thousand crowns, my dear sir,’ groaned the banker, 
thinking to be let off more easily. 

‘ If your Republic wrings forced loans out of you to 
that tune, you ought to throw in your lot with us. Our 
government will cost you less. Three hundred crowns — 
isn’t your skin worth that ? ’ 

‘ Where am I to find them ? ’ 

‘In your strong box,’ said Pille-Miche, ‘And no 
clipped coins, mind you, or the fire shall nibble your 
finger ends ' ’ 

‘ Where am I to pay them over ? ’ 

‘ Y our country-house at Fougeres is not very far from 
the farm of Gibarry, where lives my cousin Galope- 
Chopine, otherwise big Cibot. You will make them over 
to him,’ said Pille-Miche. 

‘It IS not business,’ urged d’Orgemont. 

‘What IS that to us ^ ’ said Marche-a-Terre. ‘Mind 
this, if the money isn’t paid to Galope-Chopme within a 
fortnight, we will pay you a call, and that will cure the 
gout in your feet, if it happens to trouble you. As for 
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you, Coupiau,’ he turned to the dnver, ‘your name in 
future will be Mene-a^Bien^ 

With that the two Chouans departed. The traveller 
returned to the coach, and, with the help of Coupiau’s 
whip, they bowled rapidly along to Fougeres. 

‘ If you had carried arms,’ Coupiau began, ‘ we might 
have defended ourselves better.’ ^ 

‘Simpleton f’ replied the banker, ‘I have ten 
thousand francs there,’ and he held out his great shoes. 

‘ How IS one to show fight with a large sum like that 
about one ^ ’ 

Mene-a-Bien scratched his ear and sent a glance behind 
him, but his new friends were quite out of sight 

At Ernee Hulot and his men halted a while to leave 
the wounded in the hospital in the little town, and 
finally arrived at Mayenne without any further annoy- 
ance The next day put an end to the commandant’s 
doubts as to the fate of the stage-coach, for everybody 
knew how it had been stopped and plundered. 

A few days after, the authorities directed upon Mayenne 
enough patriot conscripts to fill the gaps in Hulot’s demi- 
brigade Very soon one disquieting rumour followed 
another concerning the insurrection. There was com- 
plete revolt at all the points which had been centres of 
rebellion for Chouans and Vendeans in the late war. In 
Bnttany the Royalists had made themselves masters of 
Pontorson, thus secunng their communications with the 
sea. The little town of Saint James between Pontorson 
and Fougeres had been taken by them, and it appeared 
that they meant to make it their temporary headquarters, 
their central magazine, and basis of operations. Thence , 
they kept up a correspondence with Normandy and 
Morbihan in security. The Royalists of the three pro- 
vinces were brought mto concerted action by subaltern 
officers dispersed throughout the country, who recruited 
partisans for the Monarchy, and gave unity to their 
methods. Exactly similar reports came from La Vendee, 
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where conspiracy was nfc in the country under the 

f uidance of four weD-known leaders — the Counts of 
dntame, ChatiUon, and Suzannet, and the Abbe Vernal. 
In Orne their correspondents were said to be the Chevalier 
de Valois, the Marquis of Esengnon, and the Troisvilles. 
The real head and centre of the vast and formidable 
plan of operations, tha? gradually became manifest, was 
the Gars, for so the Chouans had dubbed the Marquis of 
Montauran since his arrival among them. 

Hulot’s dispatches to his Government were found to be 
accurate on all heads. The authority of the newly 
arrived commander had been recognised at once. The 
Marquis had even sufficient ascendency over the Chouans 
to make them understand the real aim of the war, and to 
persuade them that the excesses of which they had 
formerly been guilty, sullied the generous cause which they 
had embraced. The cool courage, splendid audacity, 
resource, and ability of the young noble were revivmg the 
hopes of the foes of the Republic, and had excited the 
sombre enthusiasm of the West to such a pitch that even 
the most lukewarm were ready to take part in a bold 
stroke for the fallen Monarchy. Hulot’s repeated reports 
and appeals received no reply from Pans , some fresh revo- 
lutionary crisis, no doubt, caused the astonishing silence. 

‘Are appeals to the Government going to be treated like 
a creditor’s duns ^ ’ said the old chief to his friends. ‘ Are 
all our petitions shoved out of sight ? ’ 

But before long news began to spread of the magical 
return of General Bonaparte, and the events of the 
eighteenth of Brumaire. Then the commanders in the 
West began to understand the silence of the ministers, 
while they grew impatient of the heavy responsibilities 
that weighed upon them, and eager to hear what steps the 
new Government meant to take. Great was the joy in 
the army when it became known that General Bonaparte 
had been nominated First Consul of the Republic, and for 
the first time they saw a man of their own at the head of 
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affairs. France had made an idol of the young general, 
and trembled with hope. The capital, grown weary of 
gloom, gave itself up to festivities long discontinued. 
The first acts of the Consulate abated these hopes no 
whit, and gave Liberty no qualms. The First Consul 
issued a proclamation to the flwellers in the West. 
Bonaparte had, one might almost say, invented the 
appeals to the masses which produced such enormous 
effect in those days of miracles and patriotism A 
prophetic voice it was which filled the world, for victory 
had never yet failed to follow any proclamation of his. 

‘ Inhabitants • 

‘ For the second time an unnatural war has been 
kindled in the departments of the West 

‘ The authors of these troubles are traitors in the pay 
of England, or marauders who hope to secure their own 
ends, and to enjoy immunity amid civil discords. 

‘ To such men as these the Government owes neither 
consideration nor an explanation of its principles. 

‘ But there are other citizens, dear to their country, 
who have been seduced by their artifices , to these 
citizens, enlightenment and a knowledge of the truth is 
due. 

‘ Unjust laws have been promulgated and carried mto 
effect. The security of citizens and their right to liberty 
of conscience have been mfringed by arbitrary measures ; 
citizens have suffered everywhere from mistaken entries 
on the list of Emigrants, great principles of social order 
have been violated. 

‘The Consuls declare that, liberty of worship being 
guaranteed by the Constitution, the law of the lith 
Prairial Year iii , by which citizens are allowed the use 
of buildings erected for religious worship, shall now be 
carried into effect. 

‘The Government will pardon previous offences ; it 
will extend mercy and absolute and complete indemnity 
to the repentant , but it will strike down any who shall 
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dare, after this declaration, to resist the national 
sovereignty.’ 

‘Well,’ said Hulot, after a public reading of the 
Consular manifesto, ‘ could anything be more paternal ? 
But for all that, you will see that not a single Royalist 
brigand will change his ppinion f ’ 

The commandant was right. The proclamation only 
confirmed each one in his adherence to his own side. 
Reinforcements for Hulot and his colleagues arrived a few 
days later. They were notified by the new Minister of 
War that General Brunc was about to assume command 
in the West , but in the meanwhile Hulot, as an officer 
known to be experienced, was intrusted with the 
departments of the Orne and Maycnnc. Every Govern- 
ment department showed unheard-of energy A circular 
from the Minister of War and the Minister-General of 
Police gave out that active efforts were to be made 
through the officers in command to stifle the insurrection 
at its place of origin. But by this time the Chouans and 
Vendcans, profiting by the inaction of the Republic, had 
aroused the whole country and made themselves masters 
of It. So a new Consular proclamation had to be issued. 

This time the General spoke to his troops — 

‘ Soldiers, all \yho now remain in the West are 
marauders or emigrants in the pay of England. 

‘ The army numbers more than sixty thousand heroes ; 
let me learn soon that the rebel leaders exist no longer. 
Glory is only to be had at the price of fatigue , who would 
not acquire it if it were to be gained by stopping in 
.town quarters'* 

‘ Soldiers, no matter what your rank in the army, the 
gratitude of the nation awaits you. To be worthy of 
that gratitude you must brave the inclemency of the 
seasons, frost and snow, and the bitter cold of winter 
nights, you must surprise your enemies at daybreak and 
destroy those wretches who disgrace the name of 
Frenchmen. 
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‘ Let the campaign be short and sharp ; show no mercy 
to the marauders, and preserve strict discipline among 
yourselves. 

‘ National Guards, add your efforts to those of the 
troops of the line. 

If you know of any partisan^ of the bandits among 
yourselves, arrest them • Let them nowhere find a 
refuge from the soldier who pursues them , and should 
traitors dare to receive and protect them, let both alike 
pensh • ’ 

‘ What a fellow I ’ cried Hulot , ‘it is just as it used to 
be in Italy , first he /mgs the bells for mass, and then he 
goes and says it. Isn ’t that plain speaking ? ’ 

‘ Yes, but he speaks for himself and in his own name,’ 
said Gerard, who began to feel some concern for the 
results of the eighteenth of Brumau’e. 

‘ Eh f Sainte guente^ what does it matter • Isn ’t he a 
soldier ^ ’ cried Merle. 

A few paces away some soldiers had made a group 
about the placard on the wall. As no one among them 
could read, they eyed it, some with curiosity, others with 
indifference, while one or two looked out for some passing 
citizen who should appear scholar enough to decipher 
It. 

‘ What does that scrap of paper mean, now, Clef-des- 
Coeurs i” asked Beau-Pied bantermgly. 

‘ It IS quite easy to guess,’ said Clef-des-Coeurs. Every- 
body looked up at these words for the usual comedy to 
begin between the two comrades 

‘ Now look here,’ went on Clef-des-Cceurs, pointing 
to a rough' vignette at the head of the proclamation, 
where a pair of compasses had in the past few days 
replaced the plumb-line level of 1793 ‘That means 
that we soldiers will have to step out. That’s why the 
compasses are open , it’s an emblem.’ 

‘ No, my boy, you can’t come the scholar over us. 
That thing is called a problem. I served once in the 
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A NOTION OF FOUCHE’S 


One morning towards the end of the month of Brumairc, 
after an order from (he Government had concentrated 
Hulot’s troops upon ISIav cnne, that officer was engaged 
in drilling his demi-brigade. An express from Alen^on 
arriv'ed with dispatches, which he read, v/hile intense 
annoyance expressed itself m his face. 

*• Come, forward i ’ he cried peevishly, stuffing the 
papers into his hat. ‘Two companies are to set out with 
me to march upon Mortagne. The Chouans are there. 
You shall accompany me,’ he said, turning to Merle and 
Gerard. ‘Alay I be ennobled if I understand a word of 
this. I may be a fool, but no matter, forward 1 There 
is no time to lose.’ 

‘ What sort of fearful fowl could come out of that 
game bag r ’ asked Alerle, kicking the fallen envelope. 

‘ Tonn£7T£ di Duu f They are making fools of us, 
that is aU.’ 

henev'er this expression, explained above, escaped the 
commandant^ it alwavs meant a storm of some sort. The 
modulations of his voice when he uttered this phrase 
mdicated to the denu-brisade, hke the degrees of a 
thermometer, the amount of patience left in their chief j 
and the outspoken old soldier made this knowledge so 
easv', that the most mischievous drummer could take his 
measure, by remarking his shades of manner in puckering 
up his cheek and winking. This time the suppressed 
anscr with which he brought out the word silenced his 
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studio, to the lovely views of the river. The clearings 
of the ditches on either hand, which are constantly 
thrown up in a mound on their further sides, form high 
banks, on the top of which furze bushes grow, ajoncs^ as 
they call them in the West. These dense bushes 
furnished excellent winter foddef for horses and cattle, 
but so long as they remained uncut the dark-green clumps 
served as hiding-places for Chouans. These banks and 
furze bushes, signs which tell the traveller that he is 
nearing Brittany, made this part of the journey in those 
days as dangerous as it was beautiful. 

The dangers involved by a journey from Mortagne to 
Alen^on, and from Alen^on to Mayenne, had caused 
Hulot’s departure, and now the secret of his anger finally 
escaped him. He was escorting an old mail-coach 
drawn by post-horses, which the weariness of the soldiers 
compelled to move at a foot pace. The companies of 
Blues, belonging to the garrison of Mortagne, were 
visible as black dots in the distance on their way back 
thither , they had accompamed this shocking conveyance 
within their prescribed limits, and here Hulot must 
succeed them in the service, a ‘ patriotic bore,’ as the 
soldiers not unjustly called it. One of the old Republican’s 
companies took up its position a little in front, and the 
other a little behind the caleche , and Hulot, who found 
himself between Merle and Gerard, at an equal distance 
from the vehicle and the vanguard, suddenly said — 

‘ Mille Tonnerres I would you believe that the general 
has drafted us out of Mayenne to escort a couple of 
petticoats m this old fourgon >* ’ 

‘But not so long since, commandant,’ said Gerard, 
‘ when we took up our position, you made your bow to 
the citoyennes with a good enough grace.’ 

‘ Ah I that is the worst of it 1 Don’t these dandies 
in Paris require us to pay the greatest attention to their 
damned females ? How can they bnng dishonour on 
good and brave patriots like us, by setting us to dangle 
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‘ He is smitten ^ ’ said Gerard to the commandant , ‘ he 
IS raving already.’ 

Hulot made his grimace, shrugged his shoulder, and 
said — 

‘ I advise him to smell his soup before he takes it.’ 

‘ Honest Merle, what spirits he has ' ’ said Gerard, 
judging by the slackening of tlie other’s pace that he 
meant to allow the coach to overtake him. ‘ He is the 
only man that can laugh when a comrade dies without 
being thought heartless.’ 

‘ He IS a French soldier every inch of him,’ said Hulot 
gravely. o 

*■ Only look at him, pulling his epaulettes over his 
shoulders, to show that he is a captain,’ cried Gerard, 
laughing, ‘as if his rank would do anything for him 
there ’ 

There were, in fact, two women in the vehicle towards 
which the officer turned , one seemed to be the mistress, 
the other her maid. 

‘ That sort of woman always goes about in pairs,’ said 
Hulot. 

A thin, dned-up little man hovered sometimes before, 
sometimes behind the carnage , but though he seemed to 
accompany the two privileged travellers, no one had yet 
seen either of them speak a word to him. This silence, 
whether respectful or contemptuous, the numerous trunks 
and boxes belonging to the pri7icess, as he called her, 
everything, down to the costume of her attendant cavalier, 
helped to stir Hulot’s bile. 

The stranger’s dress was an exact picture of the 
fashions of the time — of the Incroyableat an almost burlesque 
pitch Imagine a man muffled up in a coat with front 
so short that five or six inches of waistcoat were left on 
view, and coat-tails so long behind that they resembled 
the tail of the cod-fish, after which they were named. A 
vast cravat wound round his throat in such numerous 
folds, that his little head issuing from the labyrinth of 
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tion by the way, a whole adventure seems to lurk behind 
a single word ; and furthermore, if the lady, by reason 
of weakness or lack of experience, asks for some pro- 
tecting aid, does not every man feel an inward prompt- 
ing to weave fancies of an impossible happiness for 
himself? So the polite formality of her question, and 
her ^Monsieur rOfficter^ vaguely perturbed the captain’s 
heart. He tried to distinguish the lady’s face, and was 
singularly disappomted ; a jealous veil hid her features, 
he could scarcely see her eyes gleaming behind the 
gauze, hke two agates ht up by the sun. 

‘You are now within a league of Alen^on, madame.’ 

‘ Alen^on, already I ’ and the strangei lady fell back 
in the carriage without making any further reply. 

‘ Alencon ? ’ repeated the other woman, who seemed 
to rouse herself. ‘You are going to revisit ’ 

She looked at the captain and checked herself. Merle, 
disappointed in his hope of a sight of the fair stranger, took 
a look at her compamon. She was a young woman of some 
twenty-six years of age, feir-haired, well-shaped, with the 
freshness of complexion and unfadmg bnghtness of colour 
which distinguishes the women of Valognes, Bayeux, and 
the Alencon distnct. Sprightlmess there was not m the 
expression of her blue eyes, but a certain steadfastness and 
tenderness. She wore a dress of some common matenal. 
Her way of wearmg her hair, modestly gathered up and 
fastened under a little cap such as peasant women wear in 
the Pays-de-Caux, made her face charming m its simphcity. 
There was none of the conventional grace of the salons in 
her manner, but she was not without the dignity natural 
to a young girl who could contemplate the scenes of her 
past life without finding any matter for repentance in them. 

At a glance. Merle recognised in her one of those 
country blossoms which have lost none of their pure 
colouring and rustic freshness, although they have been 
transplanted into the hothouses of Paris, where the 
withering glare of many rays of light has been brought 
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‘But he was chained up ’ 

‘ And Corentin is muzzled, my child.’ 

‘We used to play with Patriot for hours together, I 
know,’ said Francine, ‘ but he always played us some 
ugly trick at last.’ 

And Francme flung herself^ suddenly back in the 
carriage, and taking her mistress’s hands, stroked them 
caressmgly, as she v/ent on tenderly — 

‘But you know what is m my thoughts, Marie, and 
yet you say nothmg to me. After the sorrows which 
have given me so much pain (ah, how much pain '), how 
should twenty-four htiurs put you in such spirits, wild as 
the moods when you used to talk of taking your life ? 
What has brought the change about ? You owe me 
some account of yourself. You belong to me rather 
than to any other whatever, for you will never be better 
loved than by me. Tell me, mademoiselle 1 ’ 

‘ Very well, Francine , do you not see all about us the 
cause of my high spirits Look at those clumps of trees 
over there, yellow and sere, no one like another. Seen 
from a distance, might they not be a bit of old tapestry 
in some chateau ? See these hedges behind which 
Chouans might be met with at any moment ; as I look 
at those tufts of gorse I seem to see the barrels of muskets. 
I enjoy this succession of penis about us. Every time 
that there is a deeper shadow across the road, I think to 
hear the report of firearms, and my heart beats with 
an exatement I have never felt before. It is neither 
fear nor pleasure that moves me so ; it is a better thing ; 
It is the free play of all that stirs withm me , it is life. 
How should I not be glad to have revived my own 
existence a little ? ” 

“ Ah ^ you are telhng me nothing, hard heart 1 
Holy Virgin, to whom will she confess if not to me ? ’ 
said Francine, sadly raising her eyes to heaven. 

‘ Francine,’ her companion answered gravely, ‘ I cannot 
tell you about my enterprise. It is too horrible this time.’ 
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‘ Oh, holy Virgin of Auray, forgive her ! * 

‘What are you afraid of? The dreary ups and 
downs of domestic life arouse no emotions in me, as you 
know. This is ill in a woman, but my soul has loftier 
capacities, in order to abide mightier trials. I should 
have been, perhaps, a gentle crpature like you. ‘ Why 
am I so much above or below other women ? Ah, 
how happy is the wife of General Bonaparte • But I 
shall die young, for even now I have come not to shrink 
from that kind of pleasure which means “ drinking 
blood,” as poor Danton used to say. Now forget all 
this that the woman of fifty within me says. The girl 
of fifteen will soon reappear, thank Heaven I ’ 

The younger woman shuddered. She alone under- 
stood the fiery and impetuous nature of her mistress , 
she only had been initiated into the mysteries of an 
inner life full of lofty imaginings, the ideas of a soul for 
whom life had hitherto seemed intangible as a shadow 
which she longed to grasp. There had been no harvest 
after ail hersowmgs , her nature had never been touched, 
she was harassed by futile longings, wearied by a struggle 
without an opponent, so that in despair she had come to 
prefer good to evil if it came as an enjoyment, and evil 
to good if only an element of poetry lurked behmd, to 
prefer wretchedness as something grander than a life 
of narrow comfort, and death, with its dark uncertainties, 
to an existence of starved hopes or insignificant suffer- 
ings. Never has so much powder awaited the spark, 
such wealth Iain in store for love to consume, so much gold 
been mingled with the clay in a daughter of Eve. Over 
this nature Francine watched like an angel on earth, 
worshipping its perfection, feelmg that she should 
fulfil her mission if she preserved, for the choir above, this 
seraph, kept afar as an expiation of the sin of pride. 

‘ That IS the steeple of Alen^on,’ said their cavalier, as 
drew near to the coach. 

' So I see,’ said the lady drily. 
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‘ Very well ! ’ he said, and fell back again with all the 
tokens of abject submission, in spite of his disappointment. 

‘ Quicker i ’ cried the lady to the postilion. ‘There is 
nothing to fear now I Go on at a trot or a gallop if you 
can. We are on the causeway of Alen^on, are we not ? ’ 

As she passed him sh^ called graciously to Hulot — 

‘ We shall meet each other at the inn, commandant. 
Come and see me.’ 

‘Just so,’ he replied , I am going to the inn, come and 
see me ! ” That is the way to speak to the commandant 
of a demi-bngade.* 

He jerked his fist in the direction of the vanishing 
coach. 

‘ Don’t grumble, commandant,’ said Corentm, laughing , 
‘ she has your general’s commission in her sleeve,’ and he 
tried to put his horse to a gallop, to overtake the coach. 

‘ Those good folk shall not make a fool of me,’ growled 
Hulot to his two friends, ‘ I would sooner fling my 
general’s uniform into a ditch than get it through a 
woman’s favour. What do the geese mean ? Do you 
understand their drift, either of you ^ ’ 

‘ Quite well,’ said Merle ; ‘ I know that she is the 
handsomest woman I ever set eyes on I You don’t 
understand figures of speech, I think. Perhaps it is the 
First Consul’s wife.’ 

‘ Stuff, his wife is not young, and this one is,’ answered 
Hulot. ‘ Besides, the orders I have received from the 
minister inform me that she is Mile de Verneuil. She is 
a ct-devant. Don’t I know that I They used to carry 
on like this before the Revolution , you could be a chief of 
demi-bngade in a brace of shakes. You had only to say 
to them ‘ Mon cceur ! ’ once or twice, with the proper 
emphasis. 

As each soldier ‘stepped out,’ to use their com- 
mandant’s phrase, the wretched vehicle which then 
served for a mail coach had quickly reached the sign of 
the Three Moors in the middle of the principal street of 
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Alengon. The ratde of the crazy conveyance brought 
the landlord to the threshold. Nobody in Alcn^on had 
expected that chance would bring the coach to the sign of 
the Three Moors ; but the hornble event at Mortagne 
brough*- out so many people to look at it, that its occu- 
pants, to escape the general curiosity, fled into the kitchen, 
the ante-chamber of every inn throughout the West. 
The host was preparing to follow them after a look at the 
coach, when the postilion caught his arm. 

‘ Look here, citizen Brutus,’ he said j ‘ there is an escort 
of Blues on the way. As there was neither driver nor 
dispatches, it was my^doing that the citoyennes came to 
you. Of course, they will pay like ci-devant princesses •, 
and so 

‘ And so we will have a glass of wine together directly, 
my boy,’ said the landlord. 

A'Hle. de Yerneuil gave one glance round the smoke- 
blackened kitchen, and at the stains of raw meat on the 
table, and then fled like a bird into the next room. For 
the appearance and odour of the place dismayed her quite 
as much as the inquisitive looks which a slovenly cook and 
a short, stout woman fastened upon her. 

‘ Howarewe going to manage, wife r ’ said the landlord. 
‘ Who the de-ril would think so many people would come 
here as times go now ? She will never ha\ e the patience 
to wait ttU I can sene her up a suitable meal. My word, 
I have hit upon it; they belong to the quality, why 
shouldn’t they breakfast with the lady upstairs, eh ? ’ 

When the host looked about for the new-comers, he 
found only Francine, whom he drew to the side of the 
kitchen nearest the yard, so that no one could overhear 
him, and said — 

‘If the ladies wish to breakfast by themselves, as I 
expect they do, I have a very nice me^ now ready for a 
lady and her son. They would not obiect, of course, to 
breakfasting with you,’ he went on mysteriously. ‘ They 
are people of qualitv* ’ 
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Xhe words were hardly out before the landlord felt a 
light blow on the back from a whip-handle , he turned 
quickly and saw behind him a short, thick-set man, who 
had come m noiselessly from a closer adjoining. The 
stout woman, the cook, and his assistant seemed frozen 
with terror by this appai^tion. The landlord turned his 
head away aghast. The short man shook aside the hair 
which covered his eyes and forehead and stood on tiptoe 
to whisper in the landlord’s ear — 

‘ You know what any blabbing or imprudence lays you 
open to, and the colour of the money we pay in. We 

never grudge it ’ A gesture rendered his meaning 

horribly clear. 

The stout person of the landlord hid the speaker, but 
Francme caught a word here and there of his muttered 
talk, and stood as if thunderstruck as she listened to the 
hoarse sounds of a Breton voice. Amid the general dis- 
may she sprang towards the speaker, but he had darted 
through a side door into the yard with the quickness of a 
wild animaL Francme thought that she must be 
mistaken, for she could only see what appeared to be the 
brindled fell of a fair-sized bear. 

She ran to the window in surprise, and gazed after the 
figure through the grimy panes. He was slouching off 
to the stable , but before he entered, he bent two piercing 
black eyes upon the first story of the inn, and then turned 
them on the coach, as if he wished to call the attention 
of some one within to some point of special interest about 
it. 

Thanks to this manoeuvre, which displayed his face, 
Francme recognised the Chouan as Marche-a-Terre, 
despite his goatskin cloak, by his heavy whip, and the 
lagging gait, which he could quicken upon occasion. She 
watched him still even through the dimness of the stable, 
where he lay down in a heap among the straw, in a spot 
whence he could see all that went on in the inn. Even 
at close quarters an experienced spy might have taken him 

F 
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for a big carter’s dog curled round, asleep, with his 
muzzle between his paws. His conduct convinced 
Francine that he had not recognised her. In her 
mistress’s difficult position, she hardly knew whether this 
was a relief or an annoyance. But her curiosit}’^ was 
whetted by the mystenous cpnnection between the 
Chouan’s threat and the landlord’s proposal, for an 
innkeeper is always ready to stop two mouths with one 
morsel. 

She left the dingy window, whence she had seen 
Marche-a-Terre as a shapeless heap in the darkness, and 
turned to the landlord, who stood like a man who has 
made a false step and cannot see how to retrieve iL The 
Chouan’s gesture had petrified the poor fellow. Every 
one in the West knew how the Chasseurs du Roi visited 
even a suspicion of indiscretion with cruel refinements 
of torture. The landlord seemed to feel their knives at 
his throat. The chef stared in terror at the hearth, 
where too often they ‘warmed the feet’ of their 
victims. The stout woman ceased to pare a potato, and 
gaped stupidly at her husband, while the sculhon tried to 
guess the meaning of this mute terror. Francine’s 
curiosity was naturally roused by all this dumb-show, 
with the principal performer absent though snU visible. 
The Chouan’s ternble power pleased her ; and although 
It hardly lay in her meek nature to play the abigail, for 
once she was too deeply interested not to use her oppor- 
tunities for penetrating this mystery. 

‘ Very good, mademoiselle accepts your offer,’ she said 
gravely. At her words the landlord started as if from sleep. 

‘ What offer ? ’ he asked in real surpnse. 

‘ What offer ? ’ asked Corentin as he came in. 

‘What offer?’ asked Mile, de VerneuiL 

‘ What offer ? ’ asked a fourth person from the foot of 
the staircase, as he sprang into the kitchen. 

‘ Why, to breakfet wnth your people of distinction,’ 
answered Francine impatiently. 
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‘ Peopleof distinction, ’said the arrival from the staircase, 
in caustic and mocking tones , ‘ this is one of your land- 
lord’s jokes, and a very poor one , but if it is this young 
citoyenne whom you wish to add to our party,’ he added, 
looking at Mile, de Verneuil, ‘it would be folly to 
decline, my good fellow. In my mother’s absence I 
accept,’ and he clapped the bewildered landlord on the 
shoulder 

The careless grace of youth concealed the insolent 
pride of his words, which naturally drew the attention of 
those present to the new actor in the scene. The host 
put on the face of Pilate at this, washing his hands of 
the death of Christ ; he stepped back and whispered 
to his plump wife — 

‘You are my witness, that if anything goes wrong, 
I am not to blame. But, at all events,’ he added m still 
lower tones, ‘let M. Marche-a-Terre know everything ’ 

The new-comer was of middle height, and wore the 
uniform of the ‘ Ecole poly technique,’ a blue coat without 
epaulettes, breeches of the same material, and black 
gaiters that reached above the knee In spite of this 
sombre costume. Mademoiselle de Verneuil recognised at 
a glance the grace of his figure and an indescribable 
something which indicated noble birth At first sight 
there was nothing remarkable in his face, but some- 
thing in his features soon made it felt that he was 
capable of great things. A sun-burned face, fair and 
curling hair, brilliant blue eyes, and a delicately cut nose, 
all these traits, like the ease of his movements, revealed a 
life subordinated to lofty sentimentsand a mind accustomed 
to command. The feature that most clearly revealed his 
character was a chin like Bonaparte’s, or a mouth where 
the lower lip met the upper m a curve like that of some 
acanthus leaf on a Corinthian capital ; there Nature had 
exerted all her powers of magic. 

‘ This young man is no ordinary Republican,’ said 
Mile, de Verneuil to herself. 
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She understood everything in a moment, and the wish 
to please awoke in her. She bent her head a little to one 
side with a coquettish smile, and the dark eyes shot forth 
one of those velvet glances that would awaken life in a 
heart dead to love , then the heavy eyelids fell over her 
black eyes, and their thick lashe* made a curved line of 
shadow on her cheeks as she said, ‘We are very much 
obliged to you, sir,’ imparting a thrill to the conventional 
phrase by the most musical tones her voice could give. 
All this by-play took place in less time than it takes to 
describe it, and at once Mile, de Verneuil turned to the 
landlord, asked for hSr room, found the staircase, and dis- 
appeared with Francine, leaving the stranger to decide 
whether or no she had accepted his invitation. 

‘ Who is the woman ? ’ asked the pupil of the Ecole 
poly technique of the still further embarrassed and motion- 
less landlord. 

‘She is the citoyenne Verneuil,’ answered Corentin 
tartly, as he ran his eyes over the other jealously. ‘ Whaf 
makes you ask ? ’ 

The stranger hummed a Republican air, and raised his 
head haughtily at Corentin. The two young men 
looked at one another for a moment like game-cocks 
about to fight, and at a glance an undying hatred of each 
other dawned in them both. For the frank gaze of the 
soldier’s blue eyes there shone malice and deceit m 
Corentin’s green orbs. The one naturally possessed a 
gracious manner, the other could only substitute insinua- ' 
tmg dexterity of address} the first would have rushed 
forward where the other slunk back. The one com- 
manded the respect that the other sought to obtain , the 
first seemed to say, ‘Let us conquer! ’ the second, ‘Let 
us divide the spoil • ’ 

‘ Is the citizen du Gua St.-Cyr here ? ’ asked a peasant 
at the door. 

‘What do you want with him ?’ asked the young man, 
coming forward. 
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The peasant made a deep reverence and handed him a 
letter, which the young man read and threw into the 
fire. He nodded by way of answer, anij the peasant 
went away. 

‘You have come from Paris, no doubt, citizen I’ said 
Corentin, coming up to |um with a familiar and crmging 
complaisance that the citizen du Gua could hardly endure. 

‘Yes,’ he replied drily. 

‘ Some appointment in the artillery, I expect.’ 

‘No, citizen, in the navy.’ 

‘Ah I then you are going to Brest,’ said Corentin care- 
lessly, but the young sailor turned aaway quickly on his 
heel without replying. 

He soon disappointed the fair expectations that Mile, 
de Verneuil had formed of him. A puerile mterest m 
his breakfast absorbed him. He discussed recipes with 
the chef and the landlady, opened his eyes at provincial 
ways like a fledgling Parisian picked out of his enchanted 
shell, affected repugnances, and altogether showed a 
weakness of mind that one would not have expected from 
his appearance. Corentin smiled pityingly as he turned 
up his nose at the best cider m Normandy. 

‘ Faugh f ’ he cried, ‘ how do you manage to swallow 
that stuff <* One could eat and drink it too. No wonder 
the Republic suspects a district where they bang the trees 
with long poles for their vintage, and lie in wait to shoot 
travellers on the roads. Don’t put that physic on the 
table for us, but give us some good Bordeaux wine, both 
white and red, and see, above all things, that there is a 
good fire upstairs. Civilisation is a long way behind 
hereabouts, it seems to me Ah * ’ he sighed, ‘ there is 
but one Pans m the world, and it is a pity mdeed that 
one cannot take it afloat with one. Hullo, spoil-sauce,’ 
he cried to the cook, ‘ do you mean to say you are putting 
vinegar into the fricassee when there are lemons at hand ? 
And your sheets, madam landlady, were so coarse, that 
I scarcely slept a wink all night.’ 
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He then betook himself to playing with a large cane, 
performmg with childish gravity a number of evolutions, 
which decided the place of a youth among Incroyables by 
the degree of skill and neatness with which they were 
executed. 


‘ And out of whipper-snapper^ like that the Repubhc 
hopes to construct a navy,’ said Corentin confidentially, 
as he scanned the landlord’s face. 


‘ That man is one of Fouche’s spies,’ whispered the 
sailor to the landlady. ‘ I see it m every line of his face. 
I would swear that he brought that splash of mud on his 
chin from Pans. But set a thief to catch ’ 


A lady entered the kitchen as he spoke, whom he 
greeted with every outward sign of respect. 

‘ Come here, chere maman^ he cried , ‘ I think I have 
found some one to share our meal.’ 


‘ To share our meal I What nonsense > ’ she replied. 

‘It IS Mile, de Verneuil,’he said, lowering his voice. 

‘She perished on the scaffold after the Savenay affair, 
she had come to Mans to save her brother, the Prmce de 
Loudon,’ said his mother shortly. 

‘You are mistaken, madame,’ said Corentin amiably, 
and with a little pause on the word madame. ‘ There is a 
second Mademoiselle de Verneuil. Great families have 


always several branches ’ 

Surpnsed at his freedom, the lady drew back a pace or 
tv/o, as if to scrutinise this unlooked-for speaker. She 
bent her dark eyes upon him as if she would divine, with 
a woman’s keen power of apprehension, why he affirmed 
Mile, de Verneuil to be yet in existence. Corentin, who 
at the same time furtively studied the lady, refused her 
the pleasures of maternity to endow her with those of 
love. 


He gallantly declined to believe her to be the happy 
mother of a son twenty years of age, seeing her dazzling 
complexion, her thick arching eyebrows, her still abundant 
eyelashes, which excited his admiration, and her wealth of 
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Chouans set upon us on the other side of Mortagne. My 
son narrowly escaped being left there for good , he had 
two balls through his hat while defending me 

‘Then, madame, you were in the coach that was 
plundered by the brigands, in spite of its escort, and 
which has just brought us hither^ You will recognise it, 

I expect They said as I came through Mortagne that . 
Chouans to the number of two thousand had attacked the 
mail, and that every one, even the travellers, had perished. 
That IS how history is written.’ 

The fatuous air with which Corentin spoke, and his 
drawling tones, recalled some hahitue of ‘ La Petite 
Provence,’ who has discovered to his sorrow that a piece 
of political news is false. 

‘Alas, madame,’ he went on, ‘ if travellers are murdered 
at such a short distance from Pans, what will be the 
state of affairs in Brittany • Faith, I shall go back to 
Pans and not venture any further.’ 

‘ Is Mademoiselle de Verneuil young and beautiful ? ’ 
asked the lady of their hostess, as a sudden thought 
crossed her mind. 

Just then the landlord ended the conversation, which 
had so painful an interest for the three speakers, by the 
announcement that breakfast was ready The young 
sailor offered his arm to his mother with an assumed 
familiarity which confirmed Corentin’s doubts. 

He called out as he reached the staircase — 

‘ Citizen, if you are travelling with the citayenne , 
Verneuil, and she accepts our landlord’s offer, do not 
hesitate.’ And though these words were careless, and 
his manner by no means pressing, Corentin went upstairs. 

As soon as they were some seven or eight stej>s ahead of 
the Parisian, the young man pressed the lady’s hand 
affectionately, and said in a low voice — 

‘ See now the inglorious hazards to which your plans 
have exposed us. If we are detected, how are we to 
escape ? And what a part you have made me play i ’ 
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The three entered a large-sized room. Even those 
unaccustomed to travel in the West would have seen 
that the landlord had expended all his resources in a 
lavish preparation for his guests.' The table was care- 
fully appointed, the dampness of the room had been 
driven off by a large jire, the earthenware, linen, and 
furniture were not intolerably dirty. Corenun saw that 
the landlord had put himself about a good deal, as the 
popular saying is, to please the strangers. 

‘ So,’ he thought, ‘ these people are not what they wish 
to appear then. The little youngster is adroit. I took 
him for a simpleton, but I fancy he»is quite as sharp as I 
am myself.’ 

The landlord went to inform Mile, de Verneuil that 
the young sailor, his mother, and Corentin awaited her 
commg 

As she did not appear, the student of the Ecole 
polytechnique felt sure that she had raised difficulties, 
and humming ‘ l^eillons au salut de V Empire^ he went off 
in the direction of her room. A curiously keen desire 
possessed him to overcome her scruples and bang her 
back with him. Perhaps he meant to solve the doubts 
which disturbed him, or to try to exert over this stranger 
the authority men like to exercise in the case of a pretty 
woman. 

‘ May I be hanged if that is a Repubhcan,’ thought 
Corentin, as he went out. ‘ The ‘movements of those 
shoulders show the courtier. . . And if that is his 
mother,’ he continued, as he looked again at Mme. du 
Gua, ‘ I am the Pope > I believe they are Chouans , let 
us make certam of their condition ’ 

The door soon opened, and the young sailor appeared, 
leading by the hand Mile, de Verneuil, whom he led to 
her place with presumptuous civility. The devil had 
lost nothing during the hour which had just passed. With 
Francines aid. Mile, de Verneuil had equipped herself in 
a travelling dress more formidable perhaps than a ball 
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toilette j for a woman beautiful enough to discard 
ornaments knows how to relegate the charms of her 
toilette to a second place, and to avail herself of the 
attractions of a simplicity that proceeds from art. She 
wore a green dress, charmingly made, and a short jacket 
or spencer fastened with loops of /-wisted braid, a costume 
which fitted the outlines of her form with a subtlety 
scarcely girlish, and displayed her slender figure and 
graceful movements. She came in smiling, with the 
amiabihty natural to a woman who can disclose a set of 
even teeth, white as porcelain, between two red lips, 
and a couple of fresh childish dimples in her cheeks. 
She had discarded the bonnet, which at first had almost 
hidden her fece from the young sailor, and could employ 
the numerous apparently unconscious little devices by 
which a woman displays or enhances the charms of her 
face and the graces of her head. A certain harmony 
between her manners and her toilette made her seem so 
youthful that Madame du Gua thought herself liberal in 
allowing her some twenty years of age. 

The coquetry of this change of costume, which showed 
a deliberate effort to please, might have aroused hope in 
the young man, but Mile, de Verneuil bowed slightly 
without looking at him, and left him to himself with a 
careless cheerfulness that disconcerted him. Her reserve 
seemed to unaccustomed eyes to indicate neither coquetry 
nor prudence, but simple mdifference, real or affected. 
The ingenuous expression which she knew how to 
assume was inscrutable. There was not a trace in her 
manner of the anticipation of a conquest , the pretty ways 
which had already flattered and deceived the young man’s 
self-love seemed native to her. So the stranger took his 
place somewhat put out. 

Mile, de Verneuil took Francine’s hand and addressed 
Mme. du Gua in conciliatory tones — 

‘ Madame, will you be so good as to allow this girl 
to breakfast with us ? She is rather a friend than a 
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‘ How about the escort ^ ’ he answered, for vexation 
had made him discreet in his turn. ‘ Is he her gaoler or 
her protector ? Is she a friend or an enemy of the 
Government ^ ’ 

Madame du Gua’s eyes seemed to say that she meant 
to go to the bottom of this myst^. Corentin’s depart- 
ure appeared to reassure the young sailor, his face relaxed, 
but the way m which he looked at Mile de Verneuil 
revealed rather an immoderate love of women in general 
than the dawning warmth of a respectful passion. On 
the other hand, the young lady grew more and more 
reserved, keeping alio her friendly words for Madame 
du Gua, until the young man grew sulky at being left to 
himself, and in his vexation assumed airs of indifference. 
It was all lost, it seemed, upon Mile de Verneuil, who 
appeared to be unaffected, but not shy, and resen'ed 
without prudishness After all, this casual meeting of 
people who were unlikely to know more of each other 
called for no special emotion , but a certain constraint, 
and even a vulgar embarrassment began to spoil any 
pleasure which Mile, de Verneuil and the young sailor 
had expected from it but a moment before. But women 
have among themselves such strong mterests in common, 
or such a keen desire for emotions, combined with so 
wonderful an instinct for finding the right thing to say and 
do, that they can always break the ice on such occasions. 
So that, as if one thought possessed both ladies, they 
began to rally their cavalier, rivalled each other m paying 
him various small attentions, and joked at his expense. 
This unanimity of plan set them free fi’om constramt. 
Words and looks be^an to lose their significance and 
importance. At the end of half an hour, in fact, the two 
women, already enemies at heart, were outwardly on the 
best of terms, while the young sailor found that he pre- 
ferred Mademoiselle de Verneuil’s reserve to her present 
vivacity. He was so tormented that he angnly wished 
he had not asked her to join them. 
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‘Madame,’ said Mademoiselle de Verneuil at last, ‘ is 
your son always as dull as this ’ 

‘Mademoiselle,’ broke in the victim, ‘I was just 
asking myself what is the good of a pleasure that cannot 
last. The keenness of my enjoyment is the secret of my 
dulness.’ • 

‘ Pretty speeches like that are rather courtly for the 
^cole polytechnique,’ she said, laughing. 

‘ His idea was very natural, mademoiselle,’ s'aid Madame 
' du Gua, who for her own reasons wished to set her guest 
at ease. 

‘ Come, why do you not laugh ’ wid the latter, smiling. 
‘ How do you look when you weep, if what you are 
pleased to call “ a pleasure ” depresses you like this ? ’ 

Her smile, accompanied by a challenge from her eyes 
which broke through the mask of sedateness, gave 
some hope to the young sailor. But inspired by her 
nature, which always leads a .woman to do too much or 
too little, the more MJle. de Verneuil seemed to take 
possession of the young sailor by glances full of the fore- 
shadowing of love, the more she opposed a cool and 
reserved seventy to his gallant expressions — the common 
tactics which women use to conceal their sentiments. 
For one moment, and one only, when each had thought 
to find the other’s eyelids lowered, a glance communi- 
cated their real thoughts , but they both lowered their 
eyes as promptly as they had raised them, confounded 
) by the sudden flash that had agitated both their hearts 
while It enlightened them. In embarrassment at having 
said so much m a glance, they did not dare to look 
at each other agam. Mile de Verneuil, anxious to 
undeceive the stranger, took refuge m a cool politeness, and 
even seemed to be impatient for their breakfast to be over. 

‘ You must have suffered much in prison, mademoi- 
selle ? ’ quened Mme. du Gua 

‘ Alas f madame, I feel as though I had not yet ceased 
to be a prisoner.’ 
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‘Is your escort intended to watch you or to watch o.cr 
you, mademoiselle ? Are you suspected by the Republic, 
or are \ou dear to it?’ 

ZVlile. de Verneuil felt instinctively that Alme. du Gua 
took but little interest m her, and the question startled 
her. ( 

‘iVladame,’ she replied, ‘I hardly know what my 
precise relations with the Republic are at this moment.’ 

‘You make it tremble perhaps,’ said the young man, 
somewhat ironically. 

‘Why do you not respect mademoiselle’s secrets/’ 
asked Mme. du Gua.« 

‘The secrets of a young girl who has known nothing 
of life as yet but its sorrows are not very interesring, 
madame.’ 

‘ But the First Consul seems to be exceedingly well 
disposed,’ said Mme. du Gua, v/ishflil to keep up a 
conversation which might tell her something that she 
wanted to know. ‘ Do they not say that he is about to 
repeal the law against emigrants I ’ 

‘It is quite true, madame,’ said the other, almost too 
eagerly perhaps. ‘Why, then, should we arouse La Vendee 
and Bnttany? Why kindle the flames of insurrection 
in France ? ’ 

This generous outburst, in which she seemed to put 
a note of self-reproach, moved the young sailor. He 
looked attentively at 2vllle.de Verneuil, but he could read 
neither hatred nor love in her face. Her face, with its 
delicate tints that attested the fineness of the skin, was 
impenetrable. Ungovernable curiosit}’’ suddenly attracted 
him towards this smgular being, to whom he had already 
felt drawn by strong desire 

‘ But you are going to jMa}enne, madame ? ’ she asked 
after a short pause. 

‘And if so, mademoiselle ?’ queried the young man. 

‘ Well, if so, madame, and as your son is in the service 
of the Republic ' 
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'I'iic c ,.urds were ultcrcil jth ■^ccniinj Circle i , 
but ihc ('ire a furtive glance at tl c two itn.jgcrs, juch 
as only ..'onKii and diploinatijtscinp'oy, aj she continued, 
‘You inuit DC in, fear of the Cliouans ? An escort is 
not to be ds.pijcd, are almost tras'clhng compatuons 
already. Will sou cunv: with us to Matenne 

.Mother and son looked at each other, and the latter 
spoke 

‘ I hardly knoA’’, mademoiselle, whether I do \cry 
discreetly in telling vou that matters of great importance 
require us to be in the district of Fougercs to-night, and 
tiiat so far we have found no me*.jns of transport , but 
women arc so generous by nature that I should be 
ashamed nor to trust you. But still,’ he continued, 
‘before we put ourselves in jour hands, let us know at 
any rite if we are likely to i^suc from them safe and 
sound Are )ou the slave or the mistress of your 
Republican e^ci^rt ? I'orgisc the plain speaking of a 
young Milor, but I see so much that is unusual in your 
circuni'iimces ’ 

‘ In these’ times, eir, nothing that happens is usual. 
Believe me, you iiny iccept without hesitation. Above 
all,’ 'vhc spoke with er.iplp'-ii, ‘ you have no treachery tet 
ie ir in a str ugheforward offer made by one who likes no 
sli.irc in pirty hatreds.’ 

‘Even then the journev will iuvc its perib,’ he 
inswered, witli an arcli look tint gave sigiufcuice to the 
, commonphee words 

‘What aie )ou tt'raid of now ^ ' she a-ked, v, ith i 
mocking binile, ‘there is no danger tint 1 see, feir 
anv bodv.’ 

‘Is this the worn in ,v!;u c glmcvsr' dected nu 'E- fc',’ 
Old he to hinwclf. ‘ What a tone to take’ D. ts .he 
mean to entrap me * ' ’ 

'l'),c shrill [ t-rcujg erv of a -.crttLh-io'. 1 rangoutl'kca 
dwie d puiteiU , it -vccmed to coi'u. f'‘o.u :1 c clii'T’ev. 

‘ I'at .s tint ?’ -iked *vl-dc 1 O' die ee Vcrneu.I, 
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with a gesture of surprise ‘It is a bad omen for oui 
journey. And how is it that screech-owls hoot in 
broad daylight hereabouts ? ’ 

‘They do at times,’ said the young man shortly, 
‘Mademoiselle, perhaps we shall bring you lU-luck. Is 
not that what you are thinking-^ We had better not 
travel together.’ 

This was said with a soberness and gravity that 
astonished her. 

‘ I have no wish to constrain you, sir,’ she said with 
anstocratic impertinence. ‘ Pray let us keep v/hat little 
liberty the Repubhcr allows us. If your mother were 
alone, I should insist * 

The heavy footsteps of a soldier sounded from the 
corridor, and Hulot showed a scowling face 

‘Come here, colonel,’ said ADle. de. Verneuil, smding 
and pointing to a chair beside her. ‘ Let us occupy 
ourselves with affairs of State if must. But do not 
look so senous ! What is the matter with you ? Are\ 
there Chouans about ? ’ 

The commandant was staring open-mouthed at the 
stranger, at whom he gazed with close attention. 

‘ Will you take some more hare, mother ? Mademoi- 
selle, you are eating nothing,’ the sailor said to Francine, 
and he busied himself with his companions. 

But there w'as something so cruelly earnest in Hulot’s 
surpnse and Mile, de Verneuil’s attention, that it was 
dangerous to disregard these facts. 0 

‘ What is the matter, commandant ? Do you happen 
to know me ? ’ he asked sharply. 

‘ Perhaps,’ answered the Republican. 

‘ Indeed, I think I have seen you as a visitor at the 
school ’ 

‘ I never went to school at all,’ the commandant 
answered abruptly. ‘ What sort of school may you come 
from ? ’ 

‘The Ecole polytechmque.’ 
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authority to obey the orders of the mysterious bearer j 
but he drew his sword from its sheath, broke it over his 
knee, and flung down the fragments. 

‘ Mademoiselle, you probably know what you are about; 
but a Republican has his own ideas and a pride of his 
own, and I have not yet learned » take my orders from a 
pretty woman. The First Consul will receive my 
resignation to-night, and another than Hulot will obey 
you When I do not understand a matter, I will not stir in 
It, especially if I am supposed to understand it and cannot ’ 
There was a moment’s silence, soon broken by the 
young Parisian lady^ who went up to the commandant, 
held out her hand, and said — 

‘ Colonel, although your beard is rather long, you may 
give me a kiss. You are a man I ’ 

‘So I trust, mademoiselle,’ he ansv/ered, as he 
awkwardly pressed his lips to the hand of this strange girl 
‘ As for you, comrade,’ and he pointed his finger at him, 
‘ you have had a narrow escape.’ 

‘ The joke has gone quite far enough, commandant, if 
you like, I will go to the distnct with you,’ said the 
laughing stranger. 

‘And bring that invisible whistler Marche-a-Terre 
along with you.’ 

‘Marche-a-Terre — who is that?’ said the sailor, 
with every sign of genuine surprise. 

‘ Did not some one whistle a minute ago ? ’ 

‘If they did,’ said the other, ‘what has that to do with 
me, I wonder ? I thought that your men, brought here no 
doubt to arrest me, were warning you of their approach.’ 
‘Was that really what you thought ? ’ 

‘ Eh, mon Dteu ! Y es Drink your glass of Bordeaux ; 
It IS delicious.’ 

Perplexed by the sailor’s astonishment, by the levity of 
his manner, and the almost chddish appearance of his face, 
with its carefully curled fair hair, the commandant’s 
mmd hesitated among endless suspicions. He noticed 
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As he spoke the commandant still kept a close watch 
on the faces of the two suspected persons They looked 
at each other with the peculiar expressions which two pre- 
sumptuous and Ignorant people might assume successively, 
and which might be translated by this dialogue . ‘ Do you 
know what this means ’ — ‘ No y do you ^ ‘ Not a bit 

of It.’ — ‘What does he mean to say?’ — ‘He is dream- 
ing,’ — and there followed the mocking jeer of folly, 
which thinks itself triumphant. 

The mention of the Royalist’s general’s name wrought 
in Mane de Verneuil’s manners and unconcern a sudden 
alteration, which waS only visible to Francine, the one 
person present who could read the almost imperceptible 
shades of expression on that young face Completely 
baffled, the commandant picked up the two pieces of his 
sword, and looked at Mile, de Verneuil. The warmth 
and excitement in her face had succeeded m stirring his 
own feelmgs , he said — 

‘ As for you, mademoiselle, I shall stick to my word, 
and to-morrow the fragments of my sword shall return to 
Bonaparte, unless ’ 

‘ Eh • What have I to do with your Bonapartes and 
your Republics, your Chouans, your King, and your 
Gars ? ’ cried she, repressing with some difficulty an out- 
burst of temper which would have been in very poor taste. 

A strange excitement or waywardness brought a 
brilliant colour to her face ; it was clear that the whole 
world would become as nothmg to this young girl from 
the moment when she singled out one living creature in 
It from all others. But suddenly she forced herself to 
be calm again, finding that all eyes were turned upon her 
as upon a principal personage. The commandant rose 
abruptly. Mile de Verneuil, anxious and disturbed, 
followed him, stopped him in the passage outside, and 
asked him in earnest tones — 

‘ Had you really very strong reasons for suspecting 
this young man to be the Gars ? ’ 



* To 

'^itb 


you ■*-0. 


of F, 




o^che 


tOj 


Cyr f, ^aaje ahl^ that 


Cyj. 

'Oh, 

a ^Ih 


of 

P^J^^dat 'L 0 ?^^nti. 


G, 


coZ/°^^er,>Z \t, I 




rua 5; 


O^r 


3^73 1. 


'“«' en„,5, « fc u,‘r ''9 for 


not 


Kr# C,.r- ■'oC «o.e 


^Serous°^- 


sur~ 
Sesture 

'^^Vhad 


<'« "P av "r' ?’'np(es . ,, 

'Pa* *or t/y*" ^gj„ f°'^ld AW^J«"^ 

o •>'°P Jl ‘ "Pawr^* *onie /°“ ' Vn ^ 

kor Vet of “ on/ 

f^Oijs f. l^ne de u_ ^/'CatA ^ ^^^rvth °fAer 

1" ■ ir,'; 


®PPnce;7?P* 
^^eatur«„ 




iv/io ■ ^Aat'’'"’^ 

° sort 


^^tureo 7 a ; oi. _ ^ an ^ ^^Pts 




tvh 


^kat rJ^i ^.^dafnJ{^^ aga,^l/^od, 


oced - 


^n 

“« nk 


'Apo 4. iPP ?e4^,?e 4«„ «a„ ,„ . , 


~''*ies. ' , C3 «jan 

' 0 gu 7 h^''^TtJ" ® flat'^c?"* ‘xirW’XP to„u 


^ad 


stood 




■' S'' 


I'e 


J33 


t/j, 




A* 


'■^^er 


o 30 

Aad 
save to 


^ao 


^ho 



r 04 The Chouans 

watches the shipwreck of his fortunes from the strand, 
and only feels a stronger craving for his lost riches. 

Mile, de Verneuil came back and exchanged with the 
young man a smile and a look of gentle raillery. The 
prophecies of hope were the more flattering because the 
future seemed so uncertain, and the time that they might 
spend together so very brief. 

The glance, however rapid it might be, was not lost 
on Mme. du Gua’s discerning eyes She saw what it 
meant, and her brow slightly contracted at once , her 
jealous thoughts could not be kept entirely unexpressed 
by her face. Francxne was studying this woman , she 
saw her eyes sparkle and the colour glow in her cheeks ; 
a fiendish inspiration seemed to animate her face , she 
seemed to be in the throes of some hornble convulsion j 
but this passed like a flash across her features, lightning 
could not be more rapid, nor death more swift. Mme 
du Gua resumed her apparent spnghthness with such 
ready self-command that Francine thought she had been 
dreaming. For all that, she trembled as she discerned 
in the woman before her a nature at least as vehement 
as Mile de Verneuirs, and foresaw the alarming 
collisions that were sure to come to pass between two 
minds of this temper. She shuddered again when she 
saw Mile de Verneuil go up to the young officer, fling 
at him one of those passionate glances that intoxicate, 
and draw him by both hands towards the window, with 
mischievous coquetry. 

‘ Now,’ said she, as she tried to read his eyes, ‘ confess 
to me that you are not the citizen du Gua Saint-Cyr ^ ’ 

‘ Yes , I am, mademoiselle ’ 

‘ But both he and his mother were murdered the day 
before yesterday • ’ 

‘ I am extremely sorry,’ he answered, smihng at her ; 

‘ but however that may be, I am none the less obliged to 
you. I shall always remember you with deep gratitude, 
and I wish that I were in a position to prove it ’ 
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‘Yes; but will the love last?’ Francine answered, 
smiling. 

For a moment the two remained struck dumb — 
Francine because she had disclosed so much knowledge of 
life, and Mane because, for the first time in her existence, 
she beheld a prospect of happiness* in a love affair. She 
was leaning, as it were, over a precipice , and would fain 
try Its depths, waiting for the sound of the pebble that 
she had thrown over, and, m the first instance, had 
thrown heedlessly. 

‘Ah, that is my business,* she said with the gesture of 
a desperate gambler. ^ I have no compassion for a woman 
who is cast off ; she has only herself to blame for her 
desertion. Once in my keeping, I shall know how to 
retain a man’s heart through hfe and death.’ There was 
a moment’s pause, and she added in a tone of surpnse, 
‘ But how did you come by so much experience, Francine ? ’ 

‘ Mademoiselle,’ said the young country woman eagerly, 
‘ I can hear footsteps in the corndor ’ 

‘ Ah, not his^ said the other, hstening for them. ‘ So 
that IS the way you answer me I I understand you. I 
shall wait for your secret, or I shall guess it.’ 

Francine was right. Three raps on the door inter- 
rupted their conversation, and Captain Merle soon showed 
his face after he heard MUe de Verneuil’s invitation to 
enter. The captain made a mihtary salute, ventured a 
sidelong glance at Mile, de Verneml, and, dazzled by the 
beautiful woman before him, could find nothing else to 
say than, ‘ I am at your orders, mademoiselle I ’ 

‘ So you have become my protector on the resignation 
of your chief of demi-brigade. Is not that what your 
regiment is called ^ ’ 

‘ My superior officer, Adjutant-Major Gerard, sent me 
to you.’ 

‘ So your commandant is afraid of me ? ’ she inquired. 

‘Begging your pardon, mademoiselle, Hulot is not 
afraid j but ladies are not much in his Jme, you see, and 
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a-Terre with all the caution of a cat that tries not to wet 
Its paws Af sight of the lady the Chouan rose and 
stood most respectfully before her. This strange occur- 
rence revived Francine’s curiosity. She sprang out into 
the yard, ghding along by the wall so that Mme. du Gua 
should not see her, and tried tothide herself behind the 
stable-door. She held her breath, and walked on tiptoe, 
trying not to make the slightest sound, and succeeded in 
placing herself close to Marche-a-Terre without attracting 
ins attention. 

‘ And if, after you have made all these inquiries, you 
find that that is notf»her name,’ said the stranger lady to 
the Chouan, ‘you will shoot her down without mercy, as 
if she were a mad dog.’ 

‘ I understand,’ said Marche-a-Terre. 

The lady went , the Chouan put his red woollen cap 
on his head again, and stood scratching his ear like a 
man in doubt, when he saw Francine start up before 
him as if by magic. 

‘ Saint Anne of Auray { ’ cried he, and suddenly dropping 
his whip, he clasped his hands, and stood enraptured. A 
faint, red flush lit up his rough face, and his eyes shone 
out hke diamonds in the mud. 

‘ Is that really Cottin’s lass ? ’ he asked in a stifled \oice, 
audible to himself alone. ‘ Aren’t you just grand I ’ 
(gedatne) he went on after a pause This rather odd 
word, godain^ godaine^ in the patois of the country, serves 
rustic wooers to express the highest possible admiration of 
a combination of beauty and finery. 

‘ I am afraid to touch you,’ Marche-a-Terre added ; 
but, nevertheless, he stretched out his big hand to 
Francine to ascertain the weight of a thick gold chain 
which wound about her throat, and hung down to her 
waist. 

‘You had better not, Pierre I’ Francine said, inspired 
by the woman’s instinct to tyrannise wherever she is not 
oppressed. Francine drew back with much dignity after 
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‘ Are you your own mistress r ’ asked he, in a growl 
that no one but Francine could hear. 

‘Should I be here if I were ? ’ she asked indignantly. 
‘ But what are you doing here I Still Chouanning and 
scounng the roads like a mad animal looking for some 
one to bite. Oh, Pierre, if ycu were reasonable you 
would come with me. This pretty young lady, who, I 
may tell you, was brought up m our house at home, has 
taken charge of me. I have two hundred livres invested 
income; mademoiselle ga\e five hundred crowns to buy 
my uncle Thomas’s big house for me, and I have two 
thousand livres of savings besides.* 

But her smile and the enumeration of her nches failed of 
their effect ; she still confronted Marche-a-Terre’s inscrut- 
able gaze. 

‘The recteurs have told us to fight,’ he rephed. 
- There is an indulgence for ever)" Blue that drops.’ 

‘But perhaps the Blues will kill )ou I ’ 

He let his arms fall at his sides by way of reply, as if 
he regretted the meagreness of his sacrifice for God and 
the King. ‘ And then what would become of me ? ’ the 
girl went on sadly. 

Marche-a -Terre looked at Francine hke a man bereft 
of his faculties His eyes seemed to dilate, two tears 
stole down his rough cheeks and rolled in parallel lines 
over his goatskin raiment, a hollow groan came from his 
chest. 

‘ Saint Anne of Auray ! is that all you wiU say to me, 
Pierre, after we have been parted for seven years ? How 
changed you are I ’ 

‘My love is always the same,’ the Chouan broke out in 
gruff tones. 

‘ No,’ she murmured ; ‘ the King comes before me.’ 

‘ I shall go,’ he said, ‘ if you look at me in that 
way.’ 

‘Very well then, goodbye,’ she said sadly. 

‘Goodbye,’ echoed Marche-a -Terre. He seized 
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Francine’s hand, pressed it in his own and kissed it, 
made the sign of the cross, and escaped into the stable 
like some dog that has just purloined a bone. 

‘ Pille-Miche,’ he called to his comrade, ‘I cannot see 
a bit. Have you your snuff-box about you ? ’ 

‘ Oh I ere bku^ what 41 fine chain ^ ’ said Pille-Miche, 
fumbling in a pocket contrived in his goatskin. He held 
out to Marche-a-Terre a little conical snuff-box, made 
out of a cow’s-horn, in which Bretons keep the snuff 
that they grind for themselves in the long winter even- 
ings. The Chouan raised his thumb so as to make a 
cup-shaped hollow in his left hand, as pensioners are 
wont to do when measuring their pinches of snuff, and 
shook the horn into it vigorously, Pille-Miche having 
unscrewed the nozzle. A fine dust was slowly shaken 
from the tiny hole at the end of this Breton appurten- 
ance Marche-a-Terre repeated this feat seven or eight 
times in silence, as if the powder possessed some virtue 
for changing the current of his thoughts. Then with a 
sudden involuntary gesture of despair, he Hung the snuff- 
box to Pille-Miche and picked up a carbine that lay 
hidden in the straw. 

‘ There is no use in taking seven or eight pinches at a 
time like that * ’ said the niggardly PilIe-Miche. 

‘ Forward f * cried Marche-a-Terre hoarsely. ‘ There 
IS some work for us to do.’ Some thirty Chouans, who 
were sleeping under the hay racks and m the straw, 
^ raised their heads at this, and seeing Marche-a-Terre 
standing, vanished forthwith through a door which led 
into some gardens whence they could reach the open 
country. 

When Francine left the stable she found the mail 
coach ready to start. Mile, de Verneuil and her two 
travelling companions were seated in it already. The 
Breton girl shuddered to see her mistress in the coach 
with, at her side, the woman who had just given orders 
to kill her. The ‘ suspect ’ had placed himself opposite 
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Mane, and as soon as Francinc took her seat the heavy 
coach set out with all speed. 

The grey clouds had vanished before the autumn sun- 
light, which brought a certain revival of gladness to the 
melancholy fields, as though the year were yet young. 
Many a pair of lovers read an jv\igury in these signs in 
the sky. Silence prevailed among the travellers at first, 
to Francine’s great surprise. Mile, de Verneuil had 
returned to her former reserve , she kept her head slightly 
bent and her eyes downcast, while her hands were hidden 
under a sort of cloak in which she had wrapped herself. 
If she raised her eyef at all, it was to look at the changmg 
landscape as she was whirled through it. She was secure 
of admiration, and was declining to take any notice of it, 
but her indifference seemed scarcely genuine, and suggested 
coquetry. There is a certain touching purity which 
dominates every fleeting phase of expression by which 
weaker souls reveal themselves, but there was no charm 
of this kmd about this being, whose highly wrought 
temperament had marked her out for the storms of 
passion. The stranger opposite was as yet altogether 
taken up with the delights of a newly-begun flirtation, 
and did not try to reconcile the inconsistencies in this 
extraordinary girl — a lofty enthusiast and a coquette. 
Did not her feigned serenity give him a chance to study 
her face at his leisure, rendered as beautiful now by 
repose as before by excitement ? We are not very apt to 
find fault with anything that gives us pleasure ^ 

In a coach it is not easy for a pretty woman to avoid 
the eyes of her fellow-travellers , they turn to her in 
search of one more relief from the tedium of the journey. 
The young officer therefore took a pleasure m studying 
the striking and clear-cut outlines of her face, delighted 
to satisfy the cravings of a growing passion by gazing at 
her as at a picture, without giving annoyance by his 
persistence or causing the fair stranger to avoid his 
glances. 
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Sometimes the daylight brought out the transparent 
rose-hues of her nostnls, and the double curves that he 
between the nose and thd upper hp , or a faint sunbeam 
would shed its light upon every shade of colour in her 
face, on the pearly white about her mouth and eyes, grow- 
ing to a \iead ivory tint* at her throat and temples, and 
the rose-red in her cheeks He watched admiringly the 
contrasts of the light and shadow underneath the masses 
of dark hair about her face, which lent to it one more 
transient grace, for everything is transient about woman, 
her yesterday’s beauty is not her beauty of to-day, and 
this is lucky, perhaps, for her. » 

The sailor, as he called himselfj was still at an age 
when a man finds bliss in the nothings that make up the 
whole of love ; he watched with pleasure the incessant 
movements of her eyelids , the rise and fall of her bodice 
as she breathed fascinated him. Sometimes his fancy led 
him to detect a connection between the expression of her 
eyes and a scarcely discernible movement of her lips. For 
him every gesture was a revelation of the young girl’s 
nature, every movement showed her to him m some new 
aspect. Some thought or other flickered over the rapidly 
changing features, a sudden flush of colour overspread 
them, or they glowed with life as she smiled , and he 
would find inexpressible pleasure in the attempt to 
penetrate the secret thoughts of the mysterious woman 
before him Everything about her was a snare, alike for 
> the senses and the soul. The silence, so far from being a 
hindrance to an intimate understanding, was forging a 
chain of thought to unite them both. After several 
encounters with the stranger’s glances Mane de Verneuil 
saw 'that this silence would compromise her, so she 
turned to Mme. du Gua with one of those banal ques- 
tions that serve to open a conversation , but even then 
she could not help bringing in a mention of the lady’s 
son, 

‘ How could you bring yourself to put your son into 

H 
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the navy, madame ? ’ said she. ‘ Do you riot condemn 
yourself to a life of constant anxiety ‘ 1 

‘Mademoiselle, it is the lot of women— of mothers, I 
mean — to tremble constantly for their dearest treasures.’ 

‘ Your son is very like you * 

‘ Do you think so, mademoisolle ^ ’ '■ 

This serene acceptance of Mme du Gua’s statement as 
to her age made the young man smile, and provoked a 
new malignity in his supposed mother. Every glowing 
look that her son bent on Mane increased her hatred. 
Both the silence and the talk inflamed her anger to a 
fearful pitch, though it was concealed beneath a most 
amiable manner. 

‘You are quite mistaken, mademoiselle,’ said the 
stranger , ‘ the navy is not more exposed to danger than 
the other service. Women ought not tc> dislike the 
na^>y, for have we not one immense snpenoiity over the 
land forces in that we are always faithful to our mis- 
tresses ? ’ 

‘Yes, because you cannot help it,’ laughed Mile, de 
Verneuil 

‘But It is faithfulness at any rate,’ said Mme. du Gua, 
in an almost melancholy voice. 

The conversation grew more lively, turning upon 
matters which were only interesting tn the three 
travellers. Under circumstances of this kind people 
with active minds are apt to give new significances to 
commonplace utterances; but beneath the apparently ^ 
frivolous cross fire of questions with which these two 
amused themselves, the feverish hopes and desires that 
stirred in them lay concealed. Mane was never ofF her 
guard, displaying a tact and astute shrevvdness which 
taught Mme. du Gua that only by employing treachery 
and slander could she look to triumph over a rival 
whose wit was as formidable as her beauty. 

The travellers overtook the escort, and th^ coach went 
less rapidly on its way. The young sailor siiw that there 
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was a long hill to climb, and proposed to Mile, de 
Verneuil tiiat they should ahght and walk. The young 
man’s friendly politeness and courteous tact had its effect on 
the fair Parisian , he felt her consent to be a compliment. 

‘ Are you of the same opinion, madame <* ’ she asked of 
Mme dir Gua ‘ Will^ou not join our walk ’ 

‘ Coquette I ’ exclaimed the lady as she alighted. 

Mane and the stranger walked together, and yet asunder. 
He already felt himself mastered by vehement desires, 
and was eager to break through the reserve with which 
she treated him — a reserve that did not deceive him in 
the least. He thought to succeed u? this by bringing his 
lively conversational powers to bear upon his companion, 
with the debonair gaiety of old France, that is some- 
times light-hearted, sometimes earnest, readily moved to 
laughter, but always chivalrous — the spirit that dis- 
tinguished the prominent men among the exiled aristo- 
cracy. But the lively Parisian lady met his attempts at 
frivolity in so disdainful a humour, raUied him with such 
malicious reproaches, and showed so marked a preference 
for the bold and elevated ideas that passed into his talk in 
spite of himself, that he soon perceived the way to please 
her. 

So the conversation took another turn The stranger 
thenceforward fulfilled the promises made by his eloquent 
face Every moment he found new difficulties in under- 
standing this siren, who was captivating him more and 
more , and was compelled to suspend his judgment upon 
a girl who took a capricious delight in contradicting each 
conclusion that he formed concerning her. The mere 
sight of her beauty had earned him away in the first 
instance, and now he felt himself strongly drawn towards 
this strange soul by a cunosity which Mane Eerself took 
pleasure in stimulating Unconsciously their converse 
assumed a more intimate character , the indifferent tone 
which MUe de Verneuil had unsuccessfully tned to give 
to It had disappeared entirely. 
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* The thirst for a full hfe in a little space,’ she said, ‘ was 
felt then because men used to have so short a time to live ’ 

She gave a rapid glance at her companion, which seemed 
to put him in mind of the end of their brief journey, and 
added maliciously, ‘ You have a ve^ fair knowledge of life 
for a youdg man just leswing the Ecole polytechnique.’ 

‘ What do you think of me ? ’ he asked after a moment’s 
pause , ‘ tell me frankly and without hesitation.’ 

‘You wish in turn to acquire the right of speaking in 
like fashion of me i* ’ she queried, laughing. 

‘ You are not answering me,’ he said after another shght 
pause. ‘ Beware I silence is very often an answer in itself.’ 

‘ Did I not guess all that you wished you could tell me ^ 
Eh, man Dteu f you have said too much already.’ 

‘ Ohj^if we understand each other,’ he said, smiling, ‘ I 
have obtained more than I dared to hope.’ 

She smiled so graciously at this, that she seemed willing 
to engage in a courteous fence in words, m which a man 
delights to press a woman closely Half in jest and half 
in earnest, they persuaded themselves that it was impos- 
sible that, each for each, they could ever be other than 
they were at that moment The young man could fairly 
give himself up to a predilection which had no future 
before it, and Mane could laugh at him. When, 
in this way, they had set an imaginary barrier between 
them, both of them seemed eager to take full advantage 
of the dangerous liberty which they had just acquired. 
Mane suddenly slipped on a stone, and stumbled 

‘ Take my arm,’ said the stranger. 

‘ I shall have to do so, giddy-pate I because you would 
grow so conceited if I declined. Would it not look as if 
I were afraid of you ■* ’ 

‘ Ah, mademoiselle I ’ he said, pressing her arm against 
him to let her feel the beating of his heart , ‘ you have 
just made me very vain by this favour ’ 

‘Well, then, my readiness to grant it will dispel your 
illusions.’ 
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the heart uses, that it has grown alnaost tneanmgless in my 
ears, I have heard it repeated everywhere, m the theatre, 
m books and in society, but I have never met with any- 
thing that resembled the magnificent sentiment itself.’ 

‘ Have you looked for it ? ’ 

‘Yes,’ ' The word fe41 from her so carelessly that the 
young man started and gazed at Mane as if his views 
with regard to her character and condition had undergone 
a sudden change 

‘Mademoiselle, are you girl or woman, an angel or a 
fiend ? ’ he asked with ill-concealed emotion. 

‘Both the one and the other,’ sha answered him, smil- 
ing ‘Is there not something both diabolical and angelic 
in a girl who has never loved, does not love, and possibly 
never will love i ’ 

‘ And you are happy for all that ? ’ he asked, with a 
certain freedom of tone and manner, as if this woman 
who had liberated him had fallen in his esteem already. 

‘ Happy ? ’ she asked. ‘ Oh, no 1 When I happen to 
think how solitary I am, and of the tyranny of social 
conventions which perforce makes a schemer of me, I 
envy man his prerogatives. Then at the thought of all the 
means with which nature has endowed us women, so that 
we can surround you and entangle you in the meshes of 
an invisible power that not one of you can resist, my lot 
here has its attractions for me , and then all at once it 
seems to me a pitiful thing, and I feel that I should despise 
a man who could be deceived by these vulgar wiles. 
Sometimes, in short, I recognise the yoke we must bear 
with approval , then, again, it is hateful to me, and I 
rebel against it. Sometimes a longing stirs within me 
for that lot of devotion which makes a woman so fiiir and 
noble a thing, and then again I am consumed by a desire 
for power. This is perhaps the natural struggle between 
good and evil instincts, by which everything lives here 
below. Angel or fiend, did you say ? Ah, I do not 
recognise my double nature to-day for the first time. We 
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women know our own insufficiency even better than you 
do. Instinctively we expect in everything z perfection 
which IS no doubt impossible. But,’ she sighed as she 
turned her eyes to the sky, ‘ there is one thing which 

ennobles us in your eyes ’ 

‘ And that is ? ’ asked he# ‘ 

‘Well, that IS the fact that we are all struggling more 
or less against our destiny of incompleteness.’ 

‘Mademoiselle, why must we take leave of you to- 
night ? ’ 

‘Ah I ’ she said, smiling at the glowing look the young 
man turned upon hey , ‘ let us go back to the coach, the 
fresh air is not good for us,’ and Mane hurried back' to 
it. As the stranger followed he pressed her arm, with 
scanty respect for her, but in a manner which expressed 
both his admiration and the feelings which had gained 
the mastery over him She quickened her pace , the 
sailor guessed that she meant to escape from a suit 
which might be urged upon her ; and this ma\le him 
the more vehemently eager. He risked everything to gain 
a first favour from this woman, and said diplomatically — 
‘ Shall I tell you a secret ^ ’ 

‘Oh, at once, if it relates to your own affairs.’ 

‘ I am not in the service of the Republic. Where 
are you going ? I will go with you ’ 

Marieshuddered violently at these words. She withdrew 
her arm from his and put both hands before her face 
to hide the red flush, or the pallor it may be, that 
wrought a change in her features, then m a moment 
she uncovered her face and said in a tremulous voice — 

‘ So you began as you would fain have ended, by 
deceivmg me ? ’ 

‘Yes,’ he said. She turned her back on the bulky 
coach towards which they were walking, and almost 
started to run. 

‘But just now the fresh air was not good ’ began 

the stranger. ‘Oh, it is different now,’ she said with 
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a sad note m her voice, and she walked on , a storm of 
thoughts was raging within her 

‘You are silent?’ the stranger said. His heart was 
full of joyous anticipation of pleasure to come 

‘ Oh ' ’ she cried briefly, ‘ how quickly the tragedy 
has begun I ’ * 

‘ What ' tragedy are you talking of?’ he inquired. 
She stopped short, scanning the pupil from the Ecole 
with both fear and curiosity m her looks, then she con- 
cealed her troubled feelings beneath an inscrutable 
serenity , evidently for so young a woman she had no 
small practical knowledge of life. * 

‘ Who are you ? ’ she went on. ‘ B ut I know who 
you are. I suspected you at first sight. Are you not 
the Royahst chief called the Gars ? The ex-bishop of 
Autun was quite right when he cautioned us to 
believe in our forebodings of ill ’ 

‘ What interest can there be for you in knowing that 
fellow ? ’ 

‘What interest could he have in concealing his identity 
when I have saved his life already ? ’ She began to laugh, 
but It was with visible effort. ‘ I did wisely,’ she said, 
‘ when I prevented you from making love to me 
Understand this, sir, you are abhorrent to me I am a 
Republican, you are a Royahst , I would give you up 
if I had not passed my word, if I had not saved your life 

once already, and if ’ She broke off. These 

» stormy revulsions of feeling, the struggle which she 
scarcely troubled herself to hide from him any longer, 
alarmed the stranger. He tried to watch her, but to no 
purpose. 

‘ Let us part at once, I will have it so Good-bye ^ ’ 
said she. She turned sharply from him, took a step or 
two, and then came back again. 

‘ Nay,’ she said, ‘ it is of immense importance to me 
to know who you really are Do not hide anything , 
tell me the truth. Who are you ? You are no more a 
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m France, drawn by the love of my country. I hope to 
be struck out of the list through the influence of Mnie. 
de Beauharnais, who is now the f'irst Consul’s wife, 
but if that fails, I mean at any rate to die on French soil — 
to fall fighting by the side of my friend Montauran. I 
am going, in the first place, secretly into Brittany by 
the help of a passport that I have succeeded in obtain- 
ing, to learn if any of my property there yet remains 
to me ’ 

jVIlle de Verneuil studied the young gentleman as he 
spoke with keen attention. She tned to weigh the 
truth of his words, bht it was in her nature to be trustful 
and credulous, and her appearance of tranquillity slowly 
returned as she asked, ‘ Is all that you have just told me 
true, sir * 

‘ Absolutely true,’ the stranger repeated, who appeared 
to regard veracity but slightly in his dealings With women. 
iVllle de Verneuil heaved a deep sigh like one coming to 
life again. 

‘ Ah I I am really happy • ’ cried she. 

‘ So you quite hate my poor Montauran I ’ 

‘ No,’ she said ; ‘ you cannot understand me I did not 
wish that you should be threatened by dangers from 
which I will try to shield him, since he is your fnend.’ 

‘ Who told you that Montauran was m danger ? ’ 

‘ Oh, sir, if I had not just left Pans, where nothing but 
his adventure is being talked of, the commandant told 
us quite sufficient about him at Alen^on, I think ’ 

‘ Then I am going to ask you in what way you could 
shield him from danger,’ 

‘ And suppose I should not choose to answer 1 ’ she 
said, with the haughty expression which women so 
readily assume to conceal their feelings. ‘What nght 
have you to know my secrets ? ’ 

‘ The right that a man who loves you ought to have.’ 

‘ Already ? ’ said she ‘ No, sir, you do not love 

me , for you I am simply a fitting object for a passing 
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afiair of gallantry. Did I not read your thoughts at the 
first glance ^ Could a woman with any experience of 
good society, as manners are at present, be deceived 
about you, when she hears a pupil from the Ecole 
polytechnique choose his expressions as you do, and 
when he so clumsily'disguises his courtly breeding 
beneath an appearance of Republicanism. There is a trace 
of powder about your hair, an aristocratic atmosphere about 
you which any woman of the world would recognise at 
once It was because I trembled for you that I so 
promptly dismissed my director, whose wits are as keen 
as a woman’s A genuine Republican officer from the 
Lcole, sir, would never have thought to make a conquest 
of me,_ nor would he have taken me for a good-looking 
adventuress Permit me, M de Bauvan, to put a small 
piece of feminine reasoning before you. Are you really 
so young that you do not know that the most diffi- 
cult conquests to make are of those creatures of our sex 
whose market value is known and who are satiated with 
pleasure ^ To gain that kind of woman, so they say, 
great inducements are needed, and she only surrenders at 
her own caprice , to attempt to make any impression 
upon her would be the acme of self-conceit in a man 
Let us leave out of the question the women of the class 
in which you are so gallant as to include me (because it 
IS understood that they all must be beautiful), and you 
ought to see that a witty and beautiful young woman of 
good birth (for you concede those advantages to me) is not 
to be purchased — there is but one way of winning her, she 
must be loved. Now you understand me I If she loves, 
and condescends to folly, there must be something great 
in It to justify her in her own eyes Pardon an exuber- 
ance of reasoning, not often met with in persons of my 
sex , but for your own sake, and — for mine,’ she added, 
with a bend of her head, ‘I would not have either of 
us deceived as to the worth of the other, nor would I 
have you believe that Mile, de Verneuil, whether fiend 
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of their senses. For all that, the more inevitably they 
felt drawn towards each other, the more they became 
absorbed in unconsciously counting up the amount of 
happiness to come for them, if only for the sake of the 
additional pleasure. 

The young man had not recovered from his amaze- 


ment at the depths of thought in this extraordinary girl ; 
and he began with wondering how she could combine so . 
much experience with such youthful freshness. He neyf 
thought that 'he discerned an intense desire to app^^* 
innocent m the studied innocence of Mane’s 
behaviour , he suspected this to be assumed. He r " 
himself to task for his delight, and could only see a clev'Z^ 
actiess in this feir stranger. He was quite nght. Mile, 
de Verneuil, like all girls who have been early thrown on 
the world, became more and more reserved as her feelings 
grew warmer , and, very naturally, she assumed that 
prudish mien which women use successfully to conceal 


their violent desires All women would fain meet love 


with a maiden soul, and when it is theirs no longer, their 
hypocrisy is a tiibute with which they welcome love’s 
coming. These were the thoughts that passed rapidly 
through the mind of the noble, and gave him pleasure 
Both of them, in fact, could not but make some 
progress in love by this examination. In this way a lover 
swiftly reaches the point where the defects in his mistress 
are so many reasons for loving her the more. Mile de 
Verneuil’s meditations lasted longer than those of the^ 
Emigrant, perhaps her imagination took flight over a 
wider stretching future. He was obeying but one of a 
thousand impulses that go to make up a man’s experience 
in life , but the girl foresaw her whole future, taking a 
pleasure in making it fair and full of happiness and of 
great and noble ideas So in these dreams she was happy, 
the present and the future, her wild fancies, and the actual 
reality alike charmed her, and Mane now sought to 
retrace her steps, the better to establish her power over 
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the young man’s heart, acting in this instinctively, as all 
women do. 

After she had determined to surrender herself entirely, 
she wished, so to speak, to yield inch by inch. She 
would fain have recalled every action, every look and 
word in the past, to make them in accord with the 
dignity of a woman who is loved, her, eyes at times 
expressed a kind of terror as she brooded over the bold 
^attitude she had assumed in their late conversation. But 
ns she looked at his resolute face again, she thought 
ch.^t one so strong must needs be generous too, and 
Jalted withm herself that a lot more glorious than that of 
v'Aost other women had fallen to her, in that her lover was 
a man of powerful character, a man with a death-sentence 
hanging over him, who had just put his own life in peril 
to make war upon the Republic. The thought that such 
a soul as this was hers alone, with no other to share it, 
gave a different complexion to everything else. Between 
that moment, only five hours ago, when she had arranged 
her face and voice so as to attract this gentleman, and the 
present, when she could perturb him with a glance, there 
lay a difference as great as between a dead and a living 
world. Beneath her frank laughter and blithe coquetry 
lay a hidden and mighty passion tricked out, like mis- 
fortune, in a smile. 

In Mile, de Verneuil’s state of mind everything con- 
nected with external life partook of the nature of a 
, phantom show The coach passed through villages, and 
over hills and valleys, which left no traces m her memory. 
She reached Mayenne, the escort of soldiers was changed. 
Merle came to speak to her, and she answered him, she 
crossed the town, and they went on again , — but feces and 
houses, streets, and landscapes, and men, passed by her like 
the shadowy forms of a dream. Night came on. Mane 
travelled along the road to Fougeres by the soft light of 
the brilliant stars in the sky, and it never struck her that 
there was any change in the heaven above her. She 

I 
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neither knew where Mayennc was, nor Fougeres, nor her 
own destination , that, in a few hours, she might have 
to part with the man whom she had chosen, and by whom, 
as she thought, she herself had been chosen too, was 
an utter impossibility to her. Love is the one passion 
which knows neither past nor future. If she betrayed 
her thoughts m words at times, the sentences that fell 
from her were almost meaningless, but in her lover’s 
heart they echoed like promises of joy There were two 
who looked on at this new-born passion, and its progress 
under their eyes was alarmingly rapid Francme Imew 
Mane as thoroughly as the stranger lady knew the young 
man , and past experience led diem to expect in silence 
some terrific catastrophe As a matter of fact, it was not 
long before they saw the close of this drama, which Mile, 
de Verneuil had, perhaps, m words of unconscious ill 
omen, enntled a tragedy. 

When the four travellers had come about a league out 
of Mayenne, they heard a horseman coming towards 
them at a furious pace As soon as he caught them up, 
he bent down and looked in the coach for Mile, de 
Verneuil, who recognised Corentin. This ill-omened 
individual took it upon himself to make a significant 
gesture with a familiarity which for her had something 
scathing in it, and then departed, having made her cold 
and wretched by this vulgar signal 

This occurrence seemed to affect the Emigrant dis- 
agreeably, which fact was by no means lost on his , 
supposed mother , but Mane touched him lightly, and 
her look seemed to seek a refuge in his heart, as if there 
lay the one shelter that she had on earth. The young 
man’s brow grew clear, as he felt a thrill of emotion, 
that his mistress should thus have allowed him to see, in- 
advertently as it were, the extent of her attachment to him. 
All her coquetry had vanished Defore an inexplicable 
dread, and love had shown himself for a moment unveiled. 
Neither of them spoke, as if the sweet moment so might 
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last a little longer Unluckily, iVIme du Gua in their 
midst saw everything, like a miser giving a banquet, she 
seemed to count their morsels, and to measure out their 
life 

Altogether absorbed in their happiness, and without a 
thought of the way the)«had come, the two lovers arrived 
at the part of the road which lies along the bottom of 
the valley of Ernee, forming the first of the three valleys 
among which the events took place with which this story 
opened. Francine saw and pointed out strange forms 
which seemed to move like shadows through the trees 
and the ajoncs that bordered the fields As the coach 
came towards these shadows, there was a general discharge 
of muskets, and the whistling of balls over their heads 
told the travellers that all these phantoms were substantial 
enough. The escort had fallen into an ambush. 

At this sharp fusillade. Captain Merle keenly regretted 
his share in Mile, de Verneuil’s miscalculation. She had 
thought that the quick night journey would be attended 
with so little risk, that she had only allowed him to bring 
sixty men. Acting under Gerard’s orders, the captain 
immediately divided the little troop into two columns to 
hold the road on either side, and both officers advanced 
at a running pace through the fields of broom and furze, 
seeking to engage their adversaries before even learning 
their numbers. The Blues began to beat up the thick 
under-growth nght and left with rash intrepidity, and 
,kept up an answering fire upon the bushes of broom from 
which the Chouan volley had come. 

Mile, de Verneuil’s first impulse had led her to spring 
out of the coach and to run back, so as to put some dis- 
tance between her and the scene of the fray. But she 
grew ashamed of her fright, and, under the influence or 
the desire to grow great in the eyes of her beloved, she 
stood quite still, and tried to make a cool survey of the 
fight The Emigrant followed her, took her hand, and 
held It to his heart 
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de Verneuil shuddered instinctively, and asked herself, 
‘Why did I shudder? Is she not his mother?’ But 
she trembled in every limb as she suddenly asked herself, 
‘But IS she really his mother?’ Then she saw the 
precipice before her, and a final glance at the man’s face 
made it plain to her. • 

‘This woman loves him f’ she thought. ‘But why 
should she overwhelm me with attentions after having 
shown so much coolness to me ? Is it possible that she 
fears me, or am I lost ? ’ 

As for the Emigre^ he was red and pale by turns , he 
retained his apparently calm manner Ijy lowering his eyes, 
to conceal the strange emotions that warred within him. 
His lips were pressed together so tightly that their gracious 
curving outlines were disturbed , a yellowish tint, due 
to the violent conflict in his mind, overspread his face. 
Mile, de Verneuil could not even discover if there was a 
lingering trace of love in all this passion. Woods lined 
the road on either side at this spot, and it became so dark 
that the mute actors in the drama could no longer question 
each other with their eyes The sough of the wind 
rustling through the woods, and the even paces of their 
escort, gave a tinge of awe to the time and place, a 
solemnity that quickens the beating of the heart. 

Mile de Verneuil could not long seek in vain for the 
cause of the estrangement. The recollection of Corentin 
flashed through her mind, and with that the idea of her 
, real destiny rose up suddenly before her. For the first 
time since the morning, she fell to thinking seriously over 
her position. Hitherto she had given herself up to the 
joy of being loved, without a thought of the future or of 
the past. She grew unable to bear her agony of soul any 
longer alone, and, with the meek patience of love, sat 
waiting, beseeching one glance of the young man There 
was such a touching eloquence about her mute passionate 
entreaty, her shudder, and her white face, that he wavered 
a moment — the catastrophe was but the more complete. 
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‘Arc you feeling ill, ni.uicinoiscllc ^ ' he iiuiuired. 
There was no trace of tenderness in his voice. His look 
and gesture, the very question itself, all served to convince 
the poor girl tliat all that had happened during the day 
had been part of a soul-mirage, which was now dispersing 
as half-formed clouds are borne a/vay by the wind. 

‘Am I feeling ilP ’ she replied, with a constrained 
laugh ‘ I was just going to put the same question to 
you.’ 

‘ I thought you both understood e.'ch other,’ said 
hlmc du Gua, with assumed good nuure 

But neither Mll<;. de Verneuil nor the young noble 
made her any answer. The girl tlius grievously offended 
for the second time was vexed to find that her all-powerful 
beauty had lost its force. She knew that she could 
discover the reason of this state of things whenc\er she 
chose, but she was not anxious to look into it , and for 
the first time, perhaps, a woman shrank back from 
learning a secret. There are m our lives far too many 
situations when, either by dint of overmuch thinking, or 
through some heavy calamity, our ideas become discon- 
nected, have no foundation in fact, and no basis to start 
from , the links that bind the present to the future and 
to the past are severed This was Mile de Verneuil’s 
condition She bowed her head, lay back in the carriage, 
and stayed in this position like an uprooted shrub. She 
took no notice of any one, she saw nothing around her, 
but suffered in silence, wrapping herself about in her ^ 
sorrow, a deliberate dv ellcr in the solitary world whither 
unhappiness betakes itself for shelter. Some ravens flew 
croaking over them , but although in her, as in all strong 
natures, there was a superstitious spot, she gave no heed 
to them i'he travellers went on their way in silence 
for some time 

‘Sundered already ' ’ said Mile de Verneuil to herself. 

‘ And yet nothing about me could have told him ^ Could 
it have been Corentin ? But it is not to Corentin’s 
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interest. Who can have risen up to accuse me ? I 
have scarcely been beloved, and here already I am 
aghast at being forsaken. I have sown love, and I reap 
contempt. So it is decreed by fate that I shall never do 
more than see the happiness that I must always lose * ’ 

There was a trouble within her heart that was new m 
her experience, for she really loved now, and for the first 
time. But she was not so overcome by her pain that she 
could not oppose to it the pride natural to a young and 
beautiful woman. Her love was still her own secret , the 
secret that torture often fails to draw had not escaped her. 
She raised her head, ashamed that, her mute suflering 
should indicate the extent of the passion within her, 
showed a smiling face, or rather a smiling mask, gave a 
gay little shake of the head, controlling her voice, so as 
to show no sign of the change in it. 

‘ Where are we now ? ’ she asked of Captain Merle, 
who always kept at a little distance from the coach. 

^ Three leagues and a half from Fougeres, mademoiselle.’ 

‘ Then we shall very soon be there now,’ said she, to 
mduce him to begin to talk, her mind being fully made 
up to favour the young captain with some mark of her 
consideration. 

‘Those leagues,’ replied the delighted Merle, ‘are no 
great matter, except that hereabouts they never let any- 
thing come to an end. As soon as you reach the upland 
at the top of this hill that we are climbing, you will see 
another valley just like the one we are leaving behind, 
and then on the horizon you can see the top of La Peler- 
ine. God send that the Chouans will be so obliging as 
not to have their revenge up there But as you can 
suppose, we don’t get on very fast, going up and down hiU 
m this way From La Pelerine again you will see ’ 

The Emigrant trembled slightly at that word for the 
second time, but so slightly that Mile, de Verneuil alone 
observed it. 

‘ What may this La PHerine be ? ’ the girl inquired 
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vivaciously, interrupting the captain, who was quite taken 
up by his Breton topography. 

‘It is the summit of a hill,’ Merle answered ‘ It gives 
Its name to the valley here m Maine, which we are just 
going to enter. The hill is the dividing line be- 
tween that province and the valley of the Couesnon , 
Fougeres lies at the very end of the valley, and that is the 
first town you come to in Brittany. We had a fight 
there against the Gars and his bandits at the end of Ven- 
demiaire. We were bringing over some conscripts, and 
they had a mind to kill us on the border so as to stop in 
their own country jrbut Hulot is a tough customer, and 
he gave them ’ 

‘ Then you must have seen the Gars ? ’ she asked. 

‘ What sort of man is he ? ’ and all the time her keen 
malicious eyes were never withdrawn from the pretended 
Vicomte de Bauvan’s face. 

‘ Oh^ mon Dteii f mademoiselle,’ replied Merle, inter- 
rupted again as usual, ‘he IS so very much like the citizen 
du Gua, that if it were not for the uniform of the Ecole 
polytechnique that he is wearing, I would bet it was 
the same man.’ 

Mile, de Verneuil stared hard at the cool and impassive 
young man who was looking contemptuously back at her, 
but she could see nothing about him that revealed any 
feeling of fear. By a bitter smile she let him know that 
she had just discovered the secret he had so dishon- 
ourably kept. Then her nostnls dilated with joy, she ^ 
bent her head to one side, so that she could scrutinise the 
young noble, and at the same time keep Merle in view, 
and said to the Republican in a mocking voice — 

‘ This chief is giving the First Consul a good deal of 
anxiety, captain. There is plenty of daring in him, they 
say, but he will engage m adventures of certain kinds like 
a hare-brained boy, especially if there is a woman in the 
case.’ 

‘ We are just reckoning upon that to square our 
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accounts with him,’ said the captain. ‘ If we can get 
hold of him for a couple of hours, we will put a little. lead 
in those brains of his If he were to come across us, the 
fellow from Coblentz would do as much for us , he would 
turn us off into the dark, so it is tit for tat.’ ‘ Oh, 
you have nothing to f^r,’ said the Emigrant. ‘Your 
soldiers wiU never get as far as La Pelerine , they are too 
tired , so if you agree to it, they could take a rest only a 
step or two from here. My mother will alight at the 
Vivetiere, and there is the road leading to it, a few gun- 
shots away. These two ladies would be glad to rest there 
too , they must be tired after coming without a break in 
the journey from Alen^on hither.’ He turned to his 
mistress with constrained politeness as he went on — 
‘ And, since mademoiselle has been so generous as to 
make our journey safe as well as pleasant, perhaps she will 
condescend to accept an invitation to sup with my 
mother ^ Times, in fact, are not so distracted but that 
a hogshead of cider can be found at the Vivetiere to tap for 
your men. The Gars will not have made off with every- 
thing , or so my mother thinks, at any rate ’ 

‘Your mother i* ’ interrupted Mile de Verneuil satiri- 
cally, without makmg any response to the strange 
invitation which was held out to her. 

‘Does my age seem no longer credible to you now that 
the evening has come, mademoiselle ? ’ asked Mme du 
Gua ‘I was unfortunately married while very young ; 

my son was born when I was fifteen ’ 

‘ Are you not mistaken, madame ? Should you not 
have said thirty ? ’ 

Madame du Gua turned pale as she swallowed this 
piece of sarcasm She longed for the power to avenge 
herself, and yet must perforce smile. At all costs to her- 
self, even by the endurance of the most stingmg epigrams, 
she wished to discover the girl’s motives of action, so she 
pietended not to have understood 

‘The Chouans have never had a leader so cruel as this 
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one, if we are to believe the rumourb that arc flying 
about concerning him,’ she said, speaking at the same 
time to Francine and Francine’s mistress 

‘ Oh I I do not believe he is cruel,’ Mile, de 
Verneuil answered, ‘ but he can he, and to me he seems 
exceedingly credulous , the leadfr of a party ought to be 
the dupe of no one ’ 

‘ Do you know him ? ’ asked the Emigrant coolly. 

‘No’ she answered, with a contemptuous glance at 
him, ‘ but I thought I knew him.’ 

‘ Oh, mademoiselle, he is a shrev/d one, and no mis- 
take f ’ said the captain, shaking his head and giving to 
the word he used {malm) by an eloquent gesture the 
peculiar shade of meaning which it then possessed, and 
has since lost. ‘ These old families sometimes send out 
vigorous offshoots. They come over here from a country 
where the ct~devants^ so they say, have by no means an 
easy time of it , and men are like medlars, you know — 
they npen best on straw If the fellow has a head on his 
shoulders, he can lead us a dance for a long while yet. 
He thoroughly understood how to oppose his irregular 
troops to our free companies, and so paralyse the efforts 
of the Government. For every Royalist village that is 
burnt he burns two for the Republicans. He has spread 
his operations over a vast tract of country, and in that 
way he compels us to bring a considerable number of 
troops into the field, and that at a time when we have 
none to spare ! Oh, he understands his business I ’ « 

‘ He IS murdering his own country,’ said Gerard, 
interrupting the captain with his powerful voice. 

‘But if his death is to deliver the country,’ said the 
young gentleman, ‘shoot him down, and be quick about it.’ 

Then he tried to fathom Mile de Verneuil’s mind with 
a glance , and of the dramatic vivacity of the mute scene 
that passed between them, and its subtle swiftness, words 
can give but a very imperfect idea Danger makes 
people interesting. The vilest criminal excites some 
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measure of pity when it comes to be a question of his 
death. So Mile, de Verneuil, being by this time quite 
certain that the lover who had scorned her was the for- 
midable rebel leader, did not seek to reassure herself on 
this head by keeping him on the rack , she had a quite 
different curiosity to satisfy. She preferred to trust or to 
doubt him, as her passion dictated, and set herself to play 
with edged tools. She indicated the soldiers to the young 
chieftain in a glance full of treacherous dension ; dangling 
the idea of his danger before him, amusing herself with 
making him painfully aware that his life hung on a word 
which her lips seemed to be opening jto pronounce. She 
seemed, like an American Indian, to be ready to detect 
the movement of any nerve in the face of an enemy 
bound to the stake, flourishing her tomahawk with a cer- 
tain grace , enjoying a revenge unstained by cnme, dealing 
out to him his punishment like a mistress who has noc 
ceased to love. 

‘ If I had a son like yours, madam,’ she said to 
the visibly terrified stranger, ‘I should put on mourn- 
ing for him on the day when I sent him forth into 
danger.’ 

She received no reply. Again and again she turned 
her head towards the two officers, and then looked sharply 
at Mme. du Gua , but she could not detect that there 
was any secret signal passing between the lady and the 
Gars, such as could assure her of an intimacy which she 
, suspected, and yet wished not to credit. A woman likes 
so much to maintain the suspense of a life-and-death 
struggle when a word from her will decide the issue. 
The young general bore the torture which Mile, de 
Verneuil inflicted upon him without flinching, and with 
smiling serenity , the expression of his face and his 
bearing altogether showed that he was a man utterly 
unaffected by the perils he underwent, and now and then 
he seemed to tell her, ‘ Here is your opportunity for 
avenging your wounded vanity I Seize upon it I I 
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should be in despair if I had to resign the feeling of con- 
tempt which I have for you.* 

Mile, de Verneuil began to scrutinise the chief from 
her position of vantage, with a haughty insolence, which 
was quite superficial, for at the bottom of her heart 
she was admiring his tranquil coCrage Glad as she was 
to make the discovery of the ancient name that her 
lover bore (for all women love the privileges which a 
title confers), she was still further delighted to confront 
him in his present position. He was the champion of a 
cause ennobled by its misfortunes, he was exerting every 
faculty of a powerful character in a struggle with a 
Republic that had been so many a time victorious She 
saw him now, face to face with imminent danger, dis- 
pla3'ing the dauntless valour that has such a powerful 
effect on women’s hearts. Over and over again she put 
him through the ordeal, perhaps m obedience to an 
instinct which leads womankind to play with a victim, 
as a cat plays with the mouse that she has caught. 

‘What law is your authority for putting Chouans to 
death ? ’ she asked of Captam Merle. 

‘ The law of the fourteenth of last Fructidor. The 
revolted departments are put outside the civil jurisdiction, 
and court-martials are established instead,’ replied the 
Republican. 

‘ To what cause do I owe the honour of your scrutiny 
of me ^ ’ she inquired of the young chief, who was watch- 
ing her attentively. 

‘To a feeling which a gemleraan hardly knows how 
to express in speaking to a woman, whatever she may be,’ 
said the Marquis of Montauran in a low voice, as he 
leant over towards her, then he went on aloud, ‘We 
must needs live in such times as these, to see girls in 
your station do the office of the executioner, and improve 
upon him in their deft way of playing with the a.xe ’ 

Her eyes were set in a stare on Montauran , then in 
her exultation at receiving this insult from a man whose 
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sight of the chateau of the Vivetiue. The luuise lay on 
the slope of a sort of promontory between two deep ponds 
which almost surrounded it, so that it svas only possible 
to reach the mansion by following one narrow causeway. 
That part of the peninsula on which the house and 
gardens stood was protected at srnne distance from the 
back of the chateau by a wide moat which received all 
the overflow from the two ponds with which it communi- 
cated. In this way an island was formed, which was 
an almost impregnable retreat, and therefore tinaluable 
for a party leader, who could only be surprised here bv' 
treachery , 

As the gate creaked on us rusty hinges, and she passed 
under the pointed archway that had been ruined in the 
previous war, Mile de Verneuil stretched out her head. 
The gloomy colours o( the picture presented to her gaze 
all but effaced the thoughts of love and coquetry with 
which she had been soothing heroclf The coach 
entered a great courtyard, almost square m shipe, and 
bounded by the steep banks of the ponds. These rough 
embankments were kept dank by the water with its 
great patches of green weed, and bore such trees as love 
marshy places, for their sole adornment. They stood 
leafless now. The stunted trunks and huge he-ads grey 
with lichens rose above the reeds and undergrowth like 
misshapen dwarfs These uncomely hedges seemed to 
have a sort of life m them, and to find a language when 
the frogs escaped from them, croaking as they went} and ^ 
the water-hens, m alarm at the sounds made by the coach, 
flew and splashed across the surface of the pools. The 
courtyard, surrounded by tali withered grasses, gorse, 
dwarf shrubs and creeping plants, put an end to any pre- 
conceived ideas of order or of splendour. 

The chateau itself seemed to have been a long while 
deserted. The roofs appeared to bend under an accumula- 
tion of vegetable growths , and although the walls were 
built very solidly of the schistous stone of the district. 
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there were numerous cracks where the ivy had found a 
hold. The chateau fronted the pond, and consisted of 
two wings which met at right angles in a high tower, and 
that was all, T*he doors and shutters hung loose and 
rotten , the balustrades were eaten with rust j and these, 
like the crazy windows, "looked as if the first breath of 
a storm would brmg them down. A shrewd wind 
whistled through the ruinous place, and m the uncertain 
moonlight the great house had a spectral appearance and 
character. The cold greys and blues of the granitic 
stone, combined with the tawny brown and black of the 
schist, must have been actually seen, hefore the accuracy 
of the image called up at first sight by this dark empty 
carcase of a house can be appreciated. It looked exactly 
like a skeleton with the frssures in its masonry, its 
unglazed windows, the embrasures in the battlements of 
the tower seen against the sky, and the roofs that let the 
light through j the birds of prey that flew shneking about 
It added one more feature to the vague resemblance. A 
few lofty fir-trees behind the house showed their dark 
waving foliage above the roofs, and some yew trees that 
had once been trimmed as a sort of ornament to the 
comers, now made for it a setting of dismal festoons like 
palls at a funeral. 

The shape of the doorways, the clumsiness of the 
ornaments, the want of symmetry in the construction, 
and everything, in fact, about the mansion, showed that it 
,was one of those feudal manor-houses of which Brittany is 
proud , not without reason it may be, for in this Celtic 
land they form monuments to the nebulous history of a 
time when as yet the monarchy was not established 
In Mile de Verneuil’s imagination the word ‘chateau’ 
always called up a conventional type, so that she was 
greatly struck with the funeral aspect of the picture 
before her. She sprang lightly from the coach, and stood 
by herself looking about her in dismay, and meditating 
on the part that she ought to play. 

K 
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Fr;;nc!nc heard Mmer. dj G'-a^ a ' of so. vren 
^hc found heriolf frea of the cicort of and an 

iu-,olunfary c'^clamat on O'o’ko fro u her vhon the sT’te 
v.zs shut, ard she found hersJf .vunn tnss jcioI of 
natural fortress. .Muntaaran had burned eag.r') to 
Mile, de Yerneuil j he gue"cJ the' ratur- of the theuznis 
that HLed her mind 

‘Tnis cnateau,’ ne sold, .vith a shade of nte’ancholj. 
m his lolce, *^’.’.05 ruined in tne ever, Jest as the plans 
v'.h’ch 1 projected for our hapoiaias ha.e Ceai ruined br 
ou.’ 

‘ And m v. nat vr:^ ' ’ she inquired in utter astontshnient. 

‘Arc jou, a j-.u' j n.r-e..’', and 

L:ri.V he said m caustic tones, repeating fer her tre 
svords svhich she had 5 po’<..n so ccqu^it'shly du'-’n^ the'r 
con.e.^sation bv the ’.sar. 

‘ Who has told )Ou o'J'envise 

‘Friends of mine, tsorth) of credence, '.vho ore deeply 
interested in my safety, and are on tiuwaten to badlc 
treachery.’ 

‘ Treachery * ’ mid she, .vith a sarincal looic. ‘ .^re* 
Alen^on and Hu’ot so far a'A-c) already? You base a 
poor memor.', a perlous Cwilcc m tne leader of a 
party * But if frArds begin to exert so Do-verful a 5 *.vay 
o.er your heart,’ she \sent on with matchless insolence, 
‘pray beep sour friends. There is nothing wh’ch can 
be compared with the pleasures of frieni.nip F ".veil ! 
for neither I nor the soldiers of the RepuDhc nter 
here I ’ 

She darted to'.vords the gateway in her wounded p..de 
and scorn, but there was a dignirr and a desperat on about 
her Hight that wToughc a change in the ideas of the 
marquis concerning ncr. He could not but be imprudent 
and credulous, for he could only forego his desires at too 
great a cost to himseLu He, also, was already in love, 

that neither of the lov ers had any wish to protract their 
quarreL 
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‘ Only a word, and I believe you,’ he said, with entreaty 
in his voice. 

‘ A word •“ ’ she answered in an ironical tone, ‘ not so 
much as a gesture,’ and her lips were tightly strained 
together. 

‘ Scold me at any rate?,’ he entreated, trying to take the 
hand which she withdrew, ‘ if, indeed, you dare to pout 
with a rebel chieftain, who is now as sullen and suspicious 
as he was formerly light-hearted and confiding.’ 

There was no anger in Marie’s look, so the marquis 
went on, ‘You have my secret, and I have not yours ’ 

A darker shade seemed to cross her alabaster brow at 
the words. Mane looked angrily at the chief and replied, 
‘ My secret ^ Never I ’ 

Every word, every glance, has at the moment its own 
eloquence, in love, but Mile de Verneuil’s words had 
conveyed no definite meaning, and for Montauran, clever 
as he might be, the significance of her exclamation 
remained undecipherable. And yet her woman’s voice 
had betrayed an emotion by no means ordinary, which was 
still in evidence to excite his curiosity. 

‘You have a pleasant way of dispelling suspicions,’ he 
began. 

‘ So you still harbour them >* ’ she inquired, and her 
eyes scanned him curiously as if to say, ‘ Have you any 
rights over me >’ ’ 

‘ Mademoiselle,’ said the young man, who looked at 
• once submissive and resolute, ‘ the authority you exercise 
over the Republican troops, and this escort ’ 

‘ Ah, that reminds me ? Are we, my escort and I (your 
protectors as a matter of fact), in security here ?’ she asked 
with a trace of irony 

‘ Yes, on my faith as a gentleman f Whoever you 
may be, you and yours have nothing to fear in my 
house ’ 

The impulse that prompted this pledge was evidently 
so generous and so staunch that Mile, de Verneuil could not 
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but feel absolutely at rest as to the fate of the Republicans. 
She was about to speak, when Mme. du Gua’s presence 
imposed silence upon her. Mme. du Gua had either 
overheard the conversation of the two lovers, or she had 
partly guessed at it, and it was in consequence no ordinary 
anxiety that she felt when she‘*saw them in a position 
which no longer implied the slightest unfriendliness At 
sight of her, the Marquis offered his hand to IVIUe. de 
Verneuil, and went quickly towards the house, as if to rid 
himself of an intrusive companion. 

‘ I am in the way,’ said the stranger lady to herself, 
without moving from the place where she stood. She 
watched the two reconciled lovers, moving slowly now, 
on their way to the entrance flight of steps, where they 
came to a stand that they might talk, so soon as they 
had put a distance between themselves and her. 

‘Yes, yes, I am m their way f’ she went on, speaking 
to herself, ‘ but in a little while the creature yonder will 
not be in my way any longer , the pond, pardieu ' shall be 
her grave I shall not violate your “faith as a gentleman.” 
Once under that \\’ater, what is there to fear ? Will she 
not be safe, down below there ^ ’ 

She was staring at the calm mirror-like surface of the 
little lake to the nght of the courtyard, when she heard 
a rusthng sound among the briars on the embankmen^ 
and by ^e hght of the moon she saw Alarche-a-Terre s 
face nse up above the knotty trunk of an old wiUow-tree. 
One had to know the Chouan well to make him out 
among the confusion of pollard trunks, for one of which 
he might readily be taken. First of all, Mme. du Gua 
looked suspiciously round about her. She saw the postilion 
leading the horses round into a stable, situated in that 
wing of the chateau which fronted the bank where 
Marche-a -Terre was hidingj she watched Francine go 
towards the two lovers, who had forgotten everything else 
on earth just then , and she came forward with a finger 
on her lips to enjoin absolute silence, so that the 
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Chouan rather understood than heard the words that 
followed next, ‘ How many are there of you here ? ’ 

‘ Eighty-seven.’ 

‘ They are only sixty-five, for I counted them.’ 

‘ Good,’ the savage answered with cruel satisfaction. 
Heedful of Francine’s sTightest movement, the Chouan 
vanished into the hollow willow trunk, as he saw her 
return to keep a look-out for the woman whom her 
instinct told her to watch as an enemy. 

Seven or eight people appeared at the top of the steps, 
brought out by the sounds of the arrival of the coach 
‘It is the Gars*’ they exclaimed. ‘5t is he, here he is*’ 
Others came running up at their exclamations, and 
the talk between the two lovers was interrupted by their 
presence The Marquis of Montauran made a rush 
towards these gentlemen, called for silence with an 
imperative gesture, and made them look at the top of the 
avenue through which the Republican soldiers were 
defiling. At the sight of the familiar blue uniform 
turned up with red, and the gleaming bayonets, the 
astonished conspirators exclaimed — 

‘ Can you have come back to betray us ^ ’ 

‘ I should not warn you of the peril if I had,’ said the 
marquis, smiling bitterly. ‘ Those Blues,’ he went on 
after a pause, ‘ are this young lady’s escort. Her genero- 
sity rescued us, by a miracle, from a danger which all but 
overwhelmed us in an mn in Alencon We will give you 
«the history of the adventure. Mademoiselle and her 
escort are here on my parole, and must be welcomed as 
friends.’ 

Mme du Gua and Francme having come as far as the 
flight of steps, the marquis gallantly presented his hand 
to Mile, de Verneuil, the group of gentlemen fell back 
into two rows m order to let them pass, and every one 
tried to discern the features of the new-comer , for Mme. 
du Gua had already stimulated their curiosity by making 
several furtive signs to .them. 
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among those assembled by the young chief’s departure 
The gentlemen gathered round the stranger lady, and 
during the murmured conversation which was carried on 
among them, there was no one present who did not look 
again and again at the two strangers 

‘ You know Montaui!m I ’ she said ‘ He fell m love 
with this girl at first sight, and you can easily understand 
that the soundest advice was suspicious to him when it 
came from my mouth Our fnends in Pans, and 
Messieurs de Valois and d’Esgrignon at Alen^on, one 
and all warned him of the trap they want to set for him, 
by flinging some hussy at his head, 5nd he is bewitched 
with the first one he comes across , a girl who, if all I 
can learn about her is correct, has taken a noble name, 
only to tarnish it, who ^ and so on, and so on. 

This lady, in whom the woman that decided the attack 
on the turgotine can be recognised, will keep throughout 
this story the name which enabled her to escape m the 
penis of her journey through Alenjon. The publication 
of her real name could only displease a noble family, who 
have suffered deeply already from the errors of this young 
person, whose fortunes have, moreover, been taken for the 
subject of another drama. 

Very soon the attitude of the company changed, and 
simple curiosity grew to be impertinent, and almost hostile. 
Two or three rather harsh epithets reached Francine’s 
ears, who spoke a word to her mistress, and took refuge in 
• the embrasure of a window. Mane rose, and turned her 
glances filled with dignity, and even with scorn, upon the 
insolent group. Her beauty, and her pride and the 
refinement of her manner, worked a sudden change in the 
attitude of her enemies, and called forth an involuntary 
flattering murmur from them Two or three men among 
them, whose exterior polish and habits of gallantry 
revealed that they had been acquired in the lofty spheres 
of courts, came up to Mane in a free and easy manner, her 
modest reserve compelled their respect, none of them 
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dared to address a word to her, and, so for from being 
accused by them, it was she who seemed to sit in judg- 
ment upon them. 

The chiefs in this war undertaken for God and the 
King bore very little resemblance to the fancy portraits 
which she had been pleased to dfaw of them. The real 
grandeur of the struggle was diminished for her , it shrank 
into mean dimensions when she saw (two or three 
energetic faces excepted) the country gentlemen about 
her, every one of them entirely devoid of character and 
vigour. Mane came down all at once from poetry to 
prose. At first sight these faces seemed to manifest a 
craving for intrigue rather than a love of glory , it was 
really self-interest that had set each man’s hand to his 
sword, so if they grew heroic figures in the field, here 
they appeared as they actually were. The loss of her 
illusions made Mile, de Verneuil unjust, and prevented 
her from recognising the real devotion that distinguished 
several of these men But most of them, for all that, 
were of a commonplace turn. If a few faces among them 
were marked out by a character of their own, it was 
spoiled by a certain pettiness due to aristocratic etiquette 
and convention. So if Marie’s generosity allowed them 
to be astute and shrewd, she found no trace among them of 
the simpler and larger way of looking at things, which the 
men and the successes of the Republic had always led her 
to expect 

This nocturnal confabulation in the old ruined strong- ^ 
hold, beneath the quaintly-carved beams that were no 
ill match for the feces below, made her smile , she was 
inclined to see it all as a typical presentment of the mon- 
archy Then she thought with delight that at any rate 
the marquis took the first place among these men, whose 
sole merit in her eyes lay in their devotion to a lost 
cause. She drew the outlines of her lover’s face upon that 
background of figures, and pleased herself with the way in 
which he stood out against it , all these meagre and thin 
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personalities were but tools m bis bands, wherewith to 
carry out his own noble purposes. 

Just then the returning footsteps of the marquis sounded 
from the next room , the conspirators broke up into 
knots at once, and there was an end to the whispenngs 
They looked like school-boys who have been up to some 
mischief in their master’s absence, hurriedly restoring an 
appearance of order and silence Montauran came in. 
The happiness of admmng him, of seeing him take the 
first place among these fol^ the youngest and handsomest 
man among them, fell to Mane. He went from group 
to group, like a king among his caurtiers, distributing 
slight nods, handshakes, glances, and words that indicated 
a good understanding or a tinge of reproach , playing his 
part as a partisan leader with a grace and self-possession 
which could hardly have been looked for in a young man 
whom she had set down at first as a feather-brain. The 
presence of the marquis had put a stop to their inquisitive 
demonstrations with regard to Mile, de Verneuil, but 
Mme. du Gua’s spitefulness soon showed its effects. The 
Baron du Guenic, nicknamed l'hium!\ who, among all 
these men thus brought together by weighty considera- 
tions, seemed best entitled by his name and rank to speak 
on familiar terms with Montauran, laid a hand on his 
arm, and drew him into a corner. 

‘ Listen, my dear marquis,’ he said ; ‘ we are all sorry 
to see you about to commit a flagrant piece of folly ’ 

‘ What do you mean by that remark ? ’ 

‘Who can tell where this girl comes from, what she 
really is, and what her designs upon you may be ? ’ 

‘ Between ourselves, my dear I’lntime, my fancy will 
have passed off by to-morrow morning.’ 

‘Just so , but how if the gipsy betrays you before the 
morning ? ’ 

‘ I will answer you that when you tell me why she has 
not already done so,’ answered Montauran jestingly, 
assuming an air of exceeding self-complacency 
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‘ If she has taken a liking to you, she would have no 
mind perhaps to betray you till her “fancy” too had 
“ passed ofF.” . . 

‘ Just take a look at that charming girl, my dear fellow j 
notice her manners, and dare to tell me that she is not a 
woman of good birth f If she sent a favourable glance m 
your direction, would you not feel, in the depths of you, 
some sort of respect for her ? A certain lady has preju- 
diced you against her, but after what we have just said to 
each other, if she was one of those abandoned women that 
our friends have spoken about, I would kill her.’ 

‘ You do not suppose that Fouche would be fool enough 
to pick up a girl from a street corner to send after you ^ ’ 
Mme. du Gua broke in. ‘ He has sent some one likely 
to attract a man of your calibre. But if you are blind, 
your friends will have their eyes open to watch over you.’ 

‘ Madame,’ answered the Gars, darting angry glances 
at her, ‘ take care to make no attempt against this person 
or her escort, or nothing shall save you from my ven- 
geance. It is my wish that madenioiselle should be 
treated with the greatest respect, and as a woman who is 
under my protection. We are connected, I believe, with 
the family of Verneuil.’ 

The opposition which the marquis encountered pro- 
duced the effects that hindrances of this sort usually 
cause in young people. Lightly as he apparently held 
Mile de Verneuil when he gave the impression that his 
infatuation for her was only a whim, his feeling of personal « 
pride had forced him to take a considerable step. By 
openly acknowledging her, it became a question of his 
own honour to make others respect her, so he went from 
group to group assunng every one that the stranger really 
was Mile, de Verneuil, with the air of a man whom it 
would be dangerous to contradict 5 and all the murmurs 
were silenced. 

As soon as harmony was in some sort re-established in 
the salon, and his duties as host detained him no longer, 
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Montauran went eagerly up to his mistress/ ‘ said m a 
low voice, ‘Those people yonder have roa e of a 
moment of happiness ’ 

‘ I am very glad to have you beside me,’ she answered, 
smiling. ‘ I give you fair warning , I am inquisitive, so 
do not grow tired of mj^ questions too soon First of all, 
tell me who that worthy person is in the green waistcoat.* 

‘ He IS the celebrated Major Bngaut from the Marais, 
a comrade of the late Mercier’s, otherv.’ise called La 
Vendde ’ 

‘And who is the stout churchman with the florid 
countenance, with whom he is npw discussing me 
went on Mile, de Verneuil. 

‘ Do you want to know what they are saying about 
you ? ’ 

‘ Do 1 want to know ^ . . . Can you doubt it ? ’ 

‘ But I could not tell you without insulting you.' 

‘ The moment that you allow me to be insulted without 
wreaking vengeance for any aflront put upon me in your 
house, I bid you farewell, marquis Not a moment 
longer will I stay. I have felt some pangs of conscience 
already at deceiving those poor trusting and trusty 
Republicans.’ She took several paces, but the marquis 
went after her. 

‘ My dear A'lane, hear me. Upon my honour, I have 
silenced their scandalous talk before I know whether it is 
false or true. But our friends among the ministers in 
Fans have sent warning to me to mistrust every sort of 
woman that comes m my way j telling me that Fouche 
has made up his mind to make use of some Judith out of 
the streets against me , and in my situation, it is very 
natural that my best friends should think that you are too 
handsome to be an honest woman ’ 

The marquis looked straight into the depths of 
Mile, de Verneuil’s eyes , her colour rose, she could not 
keep back the tears. 

‘Oh, I have deserved these insults,’ she cried. ‘I 
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would f,un see you tonvi/jccd th.it I .itii a despicable 
creature, and yet know inpclf beloved— then I should 
doubt you no longer. I believed in you when you 
deceived me, but you have no behef in me v/heti I arn 
sincere. Tliere, that is enough, sir ' ’ she said, knitting 
her brows, and growing white, Ifive a woman about to 
die, ‘I'arewell.’ She lied ntio tJie dining-room with a 
desperate im[)uKe 

‘ Mane, my life is yourj,’ said the young marquis in 
her ear. She stopped and looked ai Inm 

‘ No, no,’ she s.ud , ‘ I will be generous. Farewell 
When I followed you hither, I wis ni.id , I w,!*. thinking 
neither of my own past nor of your future.’ 

‘What I you leave me at the moment when I I ly my 
life at your feet ’ 

‘ It IS oftered in a moment of passion, of de'Sire ’ 

*It IS ofl'ered without regret and for ever,’ said he*. 
She came back again, and to hide his emotion the marquis 
resumed their conversation — 

‘ That stout man whose name you asked for is a formid- 
able person. He is the Abbe Gudin, one of those Jesuits 
who are obstinate enough, or, it may be, devoted enough, 
to stop in France in the teeth of the edict of 1763, which 
drove them into exile. He is the firebrand of w’ar in 
these parts, and a propagandist of the religious confraternity 
named after the Sacred Heart. He makes use of religion 
as a means towards his ends, so he persuades his proselytes 
that they will come to life again, and he understands how ' 
to sustain their fanaticism by dexterously contrived 
prophecy. You see how it is . one must seek to gam 
over every one through his private interests, in order to 
reach a great end. That is the whole secret of policy.’ 

‘And that muscular person m a vigorous old age, with 
such a repulsive face ^ There, look f the man who is 
wearing a ragged lawyer’s gown.’ 

‘ Lawyer f He aspires to the title of //uif echal de camp. 
Have you never he ird them speak of Longuy ^ ’ 
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*Is that he ? ’ said Mile, de Verneuil, startled. ‘And 
you make use of such men as he ? ’ 

‘ Hush I he might overhear you. Do you see that other 
man in unhallowed converse with Mme. du Gua ? ’ 

‘ The man in black who looks like a judge ? ’ 

‘ He IS one of our diplomatists, La Billardiere, the son 
of a counsellor in the Parliament of Brittany , his name is 
Flamet, or somethmg like it , but he is in the confidence 
of the princes.’ 

‘ Then there is his neighbour, who is clutching his white 
clay pipe at this moment, and leaning the fingers of his 
right hand against the panel of the wginscot, like a boor >* ’ 
said Mile, de Verneuil, laughing. 

‘ Pardieu • your guess about him is correct. He was 
formerly gamekeeper to that lady’s husband, now deceased. 
He IS in command of one of the companies, which I am 
opposing to the mobile battalions. He and Marche-a- 
Terre are perhaps the most scrupulously loyal servants that 
the King has hereabouts.’ 

‘ But who IS she ?’ 

‘ She was Charette’s last mistress,’ the marquis rephed 
‘ She has a great influence over everybody here.’ 

‘ Has she remained faithful to his memory ? ’ All the 
answer vouchsafed by the marquis was a dubious kind of 
compression of the lips. 

‘ Have you a good opinion of her ? ’ 

‘ Really , you are very inquisitive I ’ 

‘She is my enemy because she can be my rival no 
longer,’ said Mile, de Verneuil, laughing ‘I forgive her 
her past errors, so let her forgive mine. Who is that 
officer with the moustaches ^ ’ 

‘ Permit me to leave his name unmentioned He is 
determined to nd us of the First Consul by attacking him 
sword in hand Whether he succeeds or no, you will 
hear of him , he will become famous.’ 

‘ And you are come hither to command such men 
as these ’ she said, aghast, ‘ and these are the King’s 
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clumpions ? Where arc the j^ieai lorili and the pjtntlc* 
men '* ’ 

‘Why, they arc scattered throuj^hout every court m 
Europe'’ said the ni.irquts scornrully. ‘Who hut they 
arc enlisting kings with their armies and their cabinets 
in the service of the House of li jurbon, to hurl them all 
upon this Republic, which is threatening moinrchy and 
soci.il order everywhere with utter destruction ■ ’ 

‘Ah I’ she answered him, stirred by .m enthusiastic 
impulse, ‘ from this time forward be for me the pure 
source whence I shall draw all the rest of the ideas that I 
must learn , I am vyillmg that it should be so But le’ave 
me the thought that you are tJie one noble who does his 
duty in attacking France with f'renchmen and not with 
foreign auxiliaries. I am a woman, and I feel that if my 
own child were to strike me in anger, I could forgive 
him , but if he could see me torn in pieces by a stranger, 

I should consider him a monster.’ 

‘You will always be a Republican * ’ said the marquis, 
overcome by a delightful intoxication ; the strong feeling 
111 her tones had strengthened his confident hopes. 

‘ A Republican J' No, I am that no longer. I should 
not respect you if you were to make your submission to 
the First Consul,’ she replied ‘But neither should I be 
willing to see you at the head of the men who arc plunder 
mg a corner of France, when they should be attacking the 
Republic in form. For whom are you fighting ? What 
do you look for from a king restored to the throne by ^ 
your hands '' A woman once before achieved this glorious 
master-stroke, and the king whom she delivered let them 
burn her alive Such as he are the anointed of the Lord, 
and It is perilous to touch hallowed things. Leave it to 
God alone to set them up, to take them down, or to 
replace them on their dais among the purple If you have 
weighed the reward that will be meted out to you, then 
in my eyes you are ten times greater than I have ever 
thought you. If that is so, trample me beneath your feet 
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if you will , I would give you leave to do so, and be 
glad I ’ 

‘You are enchanting I But do not try to urge your 
doctrine on these gendemen, or I shall be left without 
soldiers.’ 

‘ Ah I if you would let me convert you, we would go a 
thousand leagues away from here.’ 

‘ These men, whom you appear to despise, will know 
how to die in the struggle,’ said the marquis in a more 
serious tone , ‘ and all their faults will be forgotten then. 
Besides, if my efforts are crowned with any success, will 
not the laurels of victory hide everything ^ ’ 

‘You are the only one present who has anything to 
lose, as far as I can see.’ 

‘ I am not the only one,’ he replied with real humility 
‘There are those two Vendean chiefs over there The 
first one, whom you have heard spoken of as the Grande- 
Jacques, is the Comte de Fontaine, and the other La 
BiUardiere, whom I have already pointed out to you.’ 

‘ Do you forget Quiberon, where La Billardiere played 
a very strange part,’ she answered, struck by a sudden 
thought of the past. 

‘ La Billardiere has imdertaken heavy responsibihties, 
believe me. Those who serve the pnnces do not he 
upon roses.’ 

‘You make me shudder I ’ cued Mane , then she went 
on in a tone which indicated that she was keeping in the 
^ background some mystery that concerned him personally. 
‘A single moment is enough for the destruction of an 
illusion, and to reveal secrets on which the lives and 
happiness of many men depend ’ She paused as if she 
were afraid of having said too much, and added, ‘ I should 
like to know that the soldiers of the Republic are m 
safety.’ 

‘ I will be very careful,’ he said, smiling to conceal his 
agitation . ‘ but say no more about your soldiers, I have 
answered for them to you on the faith of a gentleman.’ 
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‘ Atid, after all, wliai right had I tn dictate to you 
she resumed. ‘ You arc to be the master alvvava u'iien it 
lies between us two. Did I not tell >ou that / should be 
in despair to reign over a sl.ive ' ’ 

‘ My lord marquis,’ said M.ijor llngaut respectfully, 
interrupting the conversation, ‘iWill tiic illiies remain 
here for some time ? ’ 

‘ They will go on again as soon as they are rested,’ 
Mane cried. 

The marquis sent searching glance-s round the com- 
pany, observed the excitement among them, went from 
IMlIe. de Verncuil, and left Mine, du Gui to take his 
place at her side. The young chiefs sarcastic smile did 
not disturb the treacherous mask of good humour upon 
her features. Just as she came, Francine uttered a cry 
which she herself promptly stifled. Mile, de Verneuil 
beheld with astonishment her faithful country-girl dash 
into the dining-room. She looked at Mme. du Gua, and 
her surprise increased when she saw the pallor that over- 
spread the face of her enemy. Curious to learn the 
reason of this hasty flight, she turned towards the em- 
brasure of the window, followed thither by her rival, who 
wished to lull any suspicions which an indiscretion might 
have awakened, and who smiled upon her with indescnb- 
able spitefulness as they returned together to the hearth 
after both had glanced over the landscape and the lake 
Mane had seen nothing which justified Francine’s 
departure, and Mme. du Gua was satisfied that she was 
bemg obeyed. 

The Jake, from the brink of which Marche-a-Terre 
had appeared m the courtyard when the lady called him 
forth, went to join the moat that surrounded and pro- 
tected the gardens, forming wmding stretches of water 
with mist above it, sometimes as wide as a lake, sometimes 
as narrow as the ornamental streams contrived in parks. 
The steep sloping banks, past which the clear water was 
rippling, ran but a few fathoms distant from the windows. 
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Francine had been engaged in musing on the black out- 
lines of several old vi^illow stumps against the surface of the 
water, and in noticing with indifferent eyes the uniform 
curve that a light breeze was giving to the willow 
branches. Suddenly, she thought she saw one of these 
sliapes moving, on th^ mirror of the water, in the 
spontaneous and uneven fashion by which some living 
thing IS revealed. The shape, howsoever dim it was, 
seemed to be that of a man. 

At first Francine gave the credit of her vision to 
the broken outlines produced by the moonlight falhng 
through the leaves , but very soon a second head appeared, 
and yet others showed themselves in the distance. The 
low shrubs along the bank swayed violently up and down, 
till Francine saw along the whole length of hedge a 
gradual motion like that of a huge Indian serpent of 
febulous proportions. Here and there among the tufts of 
broom and the brambles points of light gleamed and 
danced. Redoubling her attention, Marche-a-Terre’^s 
sweetheart thought that she recognised the first of the 
black forms that moved along the quivering growth on 
the bank. However vague the outhnes of the man, the 
beating of her heart convinced her that in him she saw 
Marche-a-T erre. 

A gesture made it clear to her. Impatient to learn 
if some treachery or other were not lurking behind this 
mysterious proceeding, she rushed in the direction of the 
»court When she came into the middle of the green 
space, she looked from the two wings of the house to the 
banks on either side, without discerning any trace what- 
ever of a furtive movement on the side which faced the 
inhabited wing. A faint rustling sound reached her , as 
she lent an attentive ear to it, it sounded like a noise 
made by some wild creature in the silence of the forests , 
she shuddered, but she did not tremble Young and 
innocent as she yet was, her curiosity swiftly prompted a 
stratagem. She saw the coach, and ran to crouch within 

L 
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‘Aiul aren’t the/ to sleep there r' rcturteJ ihile- 
Miche, V. ith a btupul horee*-! ni''h. ‘ Dut ire \ou not ..triui 
that the G.irs will be uigry ^ ’ he went on m a ’.oice so 
low tli.it l'’rancine c.mglit nothin^ ot it. 

‘Oh, well, he will be aili'rv',’ M irclK-a-'ferre reultevi, 
in rather louder tones, ‘but .ill the sunc, " ^ shall hue 
killed the Blues 'I'here t> ,\ e irn.ioe here,’ he went on , 
‘ w'e must put th it awav ’ 

Pille-Miche drew the coicli lu the pole, and Marche- 
a- Terre gave such a \igorous push to one of the wheel-, 
that Francine loimd hei .elf iiiside the b irn, md jUst d'otit 
to be locked up m it, before she could thin’; over her 
situation Pille-Aliehe went to help to fetch the hogs- 
he.id of cider which wm:> to be sei.evl out to the bolduts 
of the escort bv the orders ot the M irqui-. Ahrche-.i- 
Tcrrc w.ilked the length of the coich on his wa\ out to 
shut the door, when he felt i hind that stopped him h\ .v 
clutch at the long h.iir of his goitskm. He recognised 
the eyes whose sw’eetncss CAercised i power u\er him like 
magnetism, and stood still for a moment as if spellbound. 
Francine sprang hastily out of the coich, and ^poke in 
the aggre-ssue tone that is so wonderfully becoming to a 
woman in vexation — 
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‘Pierre, what news did you bring, as we came, to that 
lady and her son What are tliey doing here ? Why 
are you hiding yourself ? I want to know everything ^ 

Her words brought an expression into the Chouan’s 
face which Francine had never yet known there. The 
Breton drew his innocent mistress to the threshold of the 
door , he turned her so that the white rays of the moon- 
light fell upon her, and made his answer, gazing at her 
the while with ternble eyes — 

‘Yes, by my damnation * Francine, I will tell you, 
but only when you have sworn to me on this rosary ’ — 
and he drew out a worn string of baads from under his 
goatskin — ‘swear upon this rehc that you know,’ he went 
on, ‘ to answer me truly one single question.’ 

Francine blushed as she looked at the rosary j some 
lover’s keepsake between them doubtless 

‘It was on this,’ the Chouan went on, shaken with 
emotion, ‘ that you swore ’ 

He did not finish, for the peasant-girl laid her hand 
on the lips of her wild lover to enjoin silence upon 
him. 

‘ Is there any need for me to swear ? ’ asked she. 

He took his mistress gently by the hand, looked at her 
for a moment, and went on, ‘ Is the young lady whom 
you serve really Mile deVerneuil?’ 

Francine stood motionless with her arms at her sides, 
with bowed head and drooping eyelids, pale and confused 
' ‘She IS a baggage*’ Marche-a-Terre went on in a 
terrible voice. 

The pretty hand tried once more to cover his lips at 
that word, but this time he recoiled from her in fury. 
The little Breton maid no longer saw her lover before 
her, but a wild beast in all his natural ferocity. His 
brows were drawn into a heavy scowl , his lips curled 
back in a snarl that showed his teeth , he looked like a 
dog defending his master. 

‘ I left you a flower, and I find you garbage ! Ah * 



The Chouans 


164 

why did I leave you ? You arc come here to betray us, 
to deliver up the Gars • ’ 

These phrases were roared rather than articulated 
Terrified as Francine was, she dared to look this savage 
in the face at this last reproach, raised her eyes like an 
angel’s to his, and answered quietly — 

‘That is false , I will stake my salvation on it. These 
are some of your lady’s notions.’ 

He lowered his head in his turn She took his hand, 
came close to him caressingly, and said, ‘ Pierre, why are 
we going on like this? Listen, I do not know if you 
yourself understand something of all this, for I can make 
nothing of it. But remember that this beautiful and 
noble young lady is my benefactress, and yours too — we 
live together almost like sisters. No harm of any sort 
ought to come to her so long as we are with her — not 
while we are both alive, at any rate. So swear to me 
that this shall be so, for you are the only person here 
whom I can trust.’ 

‘ I am not the master here,’ the Chouan replied in a 
sullen tone. His face grew dark She took his great 
hanging ears and gently twisted them as if she were 
caressing a cat. 

‘Well, then, promise me to use all the power you have 
to ensure the safety of our benefactress,’ she continued, 
seeing that he relented somewhat. He shook his head as 
if dubious of his success, a gesture that made the Breton 
girl shudder. The escort arnved on the causeway at thl^ 
cntical moment. The tramp of the men, and the clank- 
ing of their weapons, woke the echoes of the courtyard, 
and apparently put an end to Marche-a-Terre’s hesita- 
tion 

‘ Perhaps I shall succeed in saving her,’ said he to his 
mistress, ‘ if you can keep her in the house. And what- 
ever may happen,’ he added, ‘stay there with her and 
keep the most absolute secrecy. Without that I will 
engage for nothing.’ 
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‘ I promise,’ she answered in her terror. 

‘Very well , go in. In with you at once * And let no 
one see that you are frightened — not even your mistress.’ 

‘Yes.’ 

The Chouan looked at her m a fatherly way. She 
pressed his hand and flSd with the swiftness of a bird 
towards the flight of steps , while he slipped into the hedge 
he had left, like an actor who rushes to the wings as the 
curtain nses on a tragedy. 

‘Do you know. Merle, this place looks to me like a 
regular mouse-trap,’ said Gerard, as they reached the 
chateau. « 


‘Yes, I see that perfectly well,’ the captain answered 
thoughtfully. Both officers hastened to post sentinels so 
as to secure the causeway and the gate , then they cast 
suspicious glances over the embankments and the he of 
I the land about them. 


‘ Pshaw > ’ said Merle , ‘ we must either frankly trust 
ourselves in these barracks, or keep out of them al- 
together.’ 

‘ Let us go in,’ answered Gerard. 

Released from duty by a word from their commander, 
the soldiers quickly stacked their guns in conical piles, 
and pitched their colours in front of the htter of straw, 
with the cask of cider standing in the centre of it. 
They broke up into groups, and a couple of peasants 
began to serve out rye-bread and butter to them. The 
Marquis came forward and took the two ofiicers into the 
salon. As Gerard reached the top of the flight of steps, 
he took a look at the two wings of the house where the 
aged larches were spreading their black branches, and 
called Beau-Pied and Clef-des-Cceurs to him. 


‘Both of you go and reconnoitre the gardens and 
search the hedges. Do you understand ? And then 
post a sentinel in front of your hne of defence.’ 

‘ May we light a fire before we set out on our prowl, 
adjutant ^ ’ said Clef-des-Cceurs. 
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between these two military men and the others who 
surrounded them. 

‘Ah,’ she said to herself, ‘this is the Nation, this is 
Liberty I’ Then she glanced round the Royalists, — ‘and 
there is the one man, a King and Privilege I’ she said. 

She could not help admiring Merle’s face , the gallant 
soldier so completely resembled the typical French 
trooper, who can whistle an air as the bullets fall thick 
about him, and who cannot forego a gibe at a comrade 
who meets v/ith an awkward accident. Gerard v/as 
impressive. In his sternness and self-possession he 
seemed to be one o( those Republicans from conviction, 
who were to be met with in such numbers at this time 
in the French armies — an element of noble unobtrusive 
devotion, that lent to them an energy never known 
before. 

‘There is another of these men v/ith a large outlook,’ 
said Mile, de Verneuil to herself. ‘They are the masters 
of the present on which they talce their stand 5 they are 
shattenng the past, but it is for the benefit of the future.’ 

The thought made her melancholy, because it had no 
bearing upon her lover. She turned towards him, that a 
different feeling of admiration might make reparation for 
her tribute to that Republic which she already began to 
hate. She saw the Marquis surrounded by men fanatical 
and danng enough, and sufficiently keen speculators to 
attack a mumphant Republic in the hope of reinstating 
a dead monarchy, a proscribed religion, princes errant, and 
defunct privileges. ‘ His scope of action,’ she thought, 
‘ IS no less than that of the other j he is groping among 
the ruins of a past out of which he seeks to make a 
future.’ 

Her imagination, fancy-fed, hesitated between the new 
and the old ruins. Her conscience clamoured in her, 
that the one was fighting for a man and the other for a 
country, but by means of sentiment she had arrived at 
the point which is reached by the way of reason, when 
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it is recognised that the King is the same thing as' 
country. 

The Marquis heard the sound of a man’s footsteps in 
the salon, and rose to go to meet him. He recognised 
the belated guest who tried to speak to him, in surprise 
at his company , but th^ Gars hid from the Republicans 
a sign by which he desired the stranger to take his place 
at the banquet and to keep silence. When the two 
Republican officers examined the features of their hosts, 
the suspicions at first entertained by them awoke afresh 
Their prudence was aroused at the sight of the Abbe 
Gudin’s ecclesiastical vestments a^d the outlandish 
costumes of the Chouans. Their heed redoubled , they 
discovered amusing contrasts between the talk and the 
manners of the guests. If some of them showed 
symptoms of ultra-Republicanism, the bearing of certain 
others was just as pronouncedly anstocratic. Certain 
glances exchanged between the Marquis and his guests, 
which they detected, certain ambiguous words incautiously 
dropped , and more than either of these things, the round 
beards which adorned the throats of several guests who 
unsuccessfully tned to conceal them by their cravats, 
appnsed the officers of the truth, which struck them both 
at the same moment. 

They communicated the same thought to each other 
by the same glance, for Mme. du Gua had cleverly 
separated them, and they had to fall back upon the 
4 language of the eyes. The situation required that they 
should act adroitly. They did not know whether they 
were the masters of the chateau, or whether they had 
been snared in a trap , they had no idea whether Mile, 
de Verneml was a dupe or an accomplice in this inexplic- 
able affair , but an unforeseen occurrence hurried matters 
to a crisis before they could fully recognise its gravity. 

The newly-arnved guest was one of those men, squarely 
built in every way, with a high-coloured complexion, 
who fling their shoulders back as they walk, who seem to 
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all eyes were concentrated upon the Gars. A ternnc 
burst of fiiry had turned the flushed and passionate face to 
the hue of wax. The young chief turned towards the 
guest who had set this squib in motion, and said in a deep 
smothered voice — 

‘ Death of my soul ^ • Count, is that true ? ’ he de- 
manded. 

‘ On my honour,’ the count answered, bowing gravely. 
The Marquis lowered his eyes for one moment , but he 
raised them immediately to turn them once more upon 
Marie. She was watching this struggle closely, and 
received that deadly glance. , 

‘ I would give my life,’ he muttered, ‘ to have my 
revenge at this moment.’ 

Mme. du Gua understood these words from the mere 
movement of his hps, and smiled at the young man, as 
one smiles at a friend who is about to be dehvered from 
his despair. The general scorn depicted upon all faces 
for Mile, de Verneuil raised the indignation of the two 
Republicans to the highest pitch. They rose abruptly. 

‘ What do you desire, citizens ? ’ asked Mme. du Gua. 

‘ Our swords, citoyenne • ’ Gerard replied, ironically. 

‘You do not require them at table,’ said the Marquis 
coolly. 

‘ No, but we are going to play at a game that you 
understand,’ said Gerard as he reappeared. ‘ We shall 
see each other a little closer here than we did at La 
Pelerine.’ 

Tne company remained struck dumb. The court- 
yard rang at that moment with a volley, fired all at once 
and in a way that sounded terribly in the ears of the two 
officers. They both rushed to the flight of steps, and 
saw about a hundred Chouans taking aim at the few 
soldiers who had survived the first round of firing, and 
shooting them down hke hares These Bretons were 
coming up from the bank where Marche-a-Teire had 
stationed them at the risk of their lives, for during these 
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‘Parricide > ’ the Republican retorted. 

‘Regicide I’ 

‘ What, are you going to pick a quarrel in the last 
minute of your life ? ’ cried Merle gaily. 

‘ True,’ said Gerard coldly. Then turning to the 
marquis, ‘ Sir,’ he said, ‘*if you mean to put us to death, at 
least do us the favour to shoot us at once ’ 

‘Just like you*’ the captain put in ; ‘always in a 
hurry to be done with a thing. But when one sets out 
on a long journey, my fnend, and there is to be no 
breakfast the next morning, one has supper first.’ 

Proudly, and without a word, Gerard sprang towards 
the wall , Pille-IVIiche levelled his musket at him, and 
glanced at the impassive marquis. He construed the 
silence of his chief as a command, and the adjutant-major 
fell like a tree Marche-a-Terre rushed up to share this 
fresh spoil with Pille-Miche, and they wrangled and 
croaked above the yet warm corpse like two famished 
ravens. 

‘ If you like to finish your supper, captain, you are at 
liberty to come with me,’ said the marquis, who wished 
to keep Merle for an exchange of prisoners. The captain 
went back with the Marquis mechanically, murmuring m 
a low voice as if he were reproaching himself, ‘ It is that 
she-devil of a hght-of-love who is at the bottom of all 
this What will Hulot say ? ’ 

‘ Light-of-love ' ’ exclaimed the Marquis in a smothered 
voice, ‘ then there is no doubt about what she really is *’ 

The captain had apparently dealt a deathblow to 
Montauran, who followed him pale, haggard, exhausted, 
and with tottering steps. Another scene had been 
enacted in the dining-room, which in the absence of the 
Marquis had taken so menacing a turn, that Mane, who 
found herself deprived of her protector, could read her 
death-warrant written of a certainty in her nval’s eyes. 
At the sound of the volley every one except Mme. du 
Gua had risen from the table. ‘Take your seats again,’ 
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said she; ‘it is nothing Our people are killing the 
Blues’ 

When she saw that the marquis was well out of the room, 
she rose. ‘ IMademoiselle, here,’ she said, with the calmness 
of suppressed rage, ‘ came to carry ofF the Gars from us. 
She came here to try to give hini up to the Republic.’ 

‘ I could have given him up a score of times since this 
morning,’ replied Mile, de Vcrncuil, *■ and I have saved 
his life.’ 

Mme du Gua sprang at her nval with lightning swift- 
ness. In a transport of blind fury, she rent the feeble 
loops of twisted bravd that fastened the spencer of the girl 
(who stood aghast at this unlooked-for assault), and with 
\iolent hands broke into the sanctuary where the letter 
lay concealed, teanng her way through the material, the 
embroideries, corset, and shift. Then she took advantage 
of this search to assuage her personal jealousy, and 
managed to lacerate her rival’s throbbing breast wi^ such 
de.\tenty and fur)*, that her nails left their traces m the 
blood that they had drawn, feeling the while a hornd 
pleasure m subjecting her victim to this detestable out- 
rage In the faint resistance which A'lane offered to this 
furious woman, her unfastened hood fell back ; her hair, 
released from restraint, shook itself free in waving curls ; 
modesty had set her whole face aflame , two burning tears 
fell, that left their gleaming traces on her cheel« and 
made the fire in her eyes glow brighter , she stood 
quivering at the indignity, shuddering under the eyes of « 
those assembled Even harsh judges would have believed 
in her innocence when they saw what she suffered. 

Hatred is so clumsy a calculator that iVIme. du Gua 
did not perceive that no one gai e any heed whatever to her 
when she cned triumphantly, ‘Look here, gentlemen, 
have I traduced this frightful creature now ^ ’ 

‘ Not so very frightful,’ said the stout guest, who had 
brought about this disaster. ‘ I have a prodigious liking 
for frights of this descnption.* 




The Chouans 


176 

entrance of the Marquis nor of the captain, who followed 
him. 

‘ Pille-Miche,’ she called to the Chouan, .is she pointed 
out Mile, de Verneuil, ‘ here is my share of the spoil , I 
make her over to you, do whatever you will with her.’ 

A shudder ran through tlier whole roomful at the 
words ‘whatever you will,* in that w'oman’s mouth ; for 
behind the Marquis there appe*ared the hideous heads of 
Marche-a-Terre and Pillc-Miche, and iter fate was evident 
in all Its horror 

P'rancine stood as if timnderstruck, with clasped hands 
and eyes brimming with tears Mlk. de Verneinl, who 
recovered all her self-possession in the face of danger, cast 
a look of scorn round the assembly, snatched her letter 
back from Mme du Gua, and held up her head , her eyes 
were dry, but there w.is lightning in them as she hastened 
towards the door, where Merle’s sword was standing. 
There she came upon the Marquis, who stood apathetic and 
motionless as a statue. There was no trace of pity for 
her in his face , every feature was rigid and immovable. 
Cut to the heart, her life grew hateful to her This man 
then, who had professed so much love for her, had listened 
to the taunts that had been, heaped upon her , had stood 
there, a frozen-he-arted spectator of the outrage she had 
just suffered when the beauties that a woman reserves for 
love had been subjected to the general gaze. Perhaps 
she might have forgiven Montauran for the scorn with 
which he regarded her, but it made her indignant that he 
should have seen her in an ignominious position. The 
dazed look she turned upon him was full of hate, for she 
felt a dreadful craving for revenge awaking within her. 
She saw death now close upon her, and felt oppressed by 
her own powerlessness. 

Something surged up in her head like an eddying tide 
of madness For her, with the boiling blood in her 
veins, the whole world seemed wrapped in flames. In- 
stead of killing herself therefore, she snatched up the 
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sword, brandished it above the Marquis, and drove it at 
him up to the hilt, but as the blade had slipped between 
his side and his arm, the Gars caught Mane by the wrist 
and dragged her from the room, aided by Pille-Miche, 
who had flung himself upon the frenzied girl just as she 
tried to kill the Mar4uis. At the sight of all this, 
Francine shrieked. 

‘Pierre I Pierre f Pierre ^ ’ she cried in piteous tones, 
following her mistress as she wailed. 

The Marquis left the stupefied assembly and went out, 
shutting the door of the room behind him. He was still 
holding the girl’s wrist tightly in -a convulsive clutch 
when he reached the flight of steps , and though Pille- 
Miche’s nervous hands were almost crushing the bone of 
her arm, she was conscious of nothing but the burning 
fingers of the young chief, at whom she gazed with her 
cold eyes. 

‘ You are hurting me, sir^* The Marquis looked at 
his mistress for an instant, and this was all the answer 
that he made. 

‘Have you something to avenge as foully as that 
woman has done ? ’ said she. Then she shivered as she 
saw the corpses stretched out upon the litter, and she 
cried, ‘The faith of a gentleman. . . . Ha ' ha ' ha • ’ 
Her laughter was fearful to hear. ‘ A glorious day f ’ she 
added. 

‘Yes,’ he echoed, ‘a glorious day, and without a 
• morrow.’ 

He dropped Mile, de Verneuil’s hand when he had 
given one long, last look at the magnificent creature 
whom he found it all but impossible to renounce Neither 
of these two highly wrought spirits would give way. 
Perhaps the Marquis was waiting for a tear, but the girl’s 
eyes were dry and proud. He turned away abruptly, 
and left Pille-Miche his victim. 

‘ God will hear me. Marquis , I shall pray to Him to 
give you a glorious day without a morrow ^ ’ 

M 
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Pille-Michcj lather at a loss with so splendid a prey, 
drew her along with a mixture of respect and mockery in 
his gentleness. The Marquis heaved a sigh, and returned 
to the dining-room, turning upon his guests a face like 
that of a corpse with the eyes as yet unclosed. 

Captain Merle’s presence wife inexplicable for every 
actor in this tragedy , every one looked at him qucstion- 
ingly and in surprise. Merle perceived their astonishment, 
and, smiling sadly, he spoke, still in character, to the 
Chouans. 

‘ I do not believe, gentlemen, that you can refuse a 
glass of wine to a man who is about to go the last stage 
of his journey.’ 

It was just as the assemblage had been restored to 
equanimity by these words, uttered with a Gallic light- 
heartedness which was bound to find favour with 
Vendeans, that Montauran reappeared , his white face and 
the fixed look in his eyes struck a chill through every guest. 

‘You shall see,’ said the captain, ‘ that dead men will 
set the living going I ’ 

‘ Ah ’ ’ said the Marquis, with the involuntary start of 
a man who wakes from sleep , ‘ there you are, my dear 
Council-of-War * ’ He reached for a bottle of vj» dc 
Grave as if to fill the other’s glass. 

‘Thanks, citizen-marquis , but, you see, it might go to 
my head.’ 

At this witticism, Mme. du Gua spoke smilingly to the 
guests. I 

‘ Come,’ she said , ‘ let us spare him the dessert.’ 

‘You are very cruel, madame, in your vengeance,’ the 
captain answered. ‘You forget that murdered friend of 
mine, who is waiting for me , and I always keep my 
appointments.’ 

‘ Captain,’ said the Marquis, ‘ you are at liberty I 
Stay,’ and he threw his glove towards him , ‘ here is your 
passport. The Chasseurs du Rot know that they must 
not kill all the game at once.’ 
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Terre, nor the girl herself was there; but he suddenly 
felt a pull at the skirt of hts uniform, and turning round, 
he saw Francine on her knees. 

‘"^Vhere is she r ’ he asked. 

‘ I do not know. . . . Pierre drove me away, and 
ordered me not to stir.’ ‘ 

‘Which way did they go ?’ 

‘ That way,’ she answered, pointing to the causeway. 
Then, in the moonlight, the captain and Francine dis- 
cerned certain shadows foiling on the waters of the lake , 
the slender feminine form that they both recognised, 
indistinct as it was, made their hearts beat. 

‘Oh, It is she*’ said the Breton maid. Mile, de 
Verneuil was apparently standing there resignedly, with 
several figures about her whose actions indicated a discus- 
sion. 

‘ There are several of them * ’ the captain exclaimed. 
‘ It IS ail one , come along.’ 

‘You will lose )our life to no purpose,’ said Francine. 

‘ I have lost it once already to-day,’ he answered gaily. 
Both of them made tlieir way tow'ards the gloomy gate- 
wav, on the other side of which this scene was taking 
place But Francine stopped half-way. 

‘ No,’ she called softly; ‘I will go no further * Pierre 
told me not to meddle. I know him. We shall spoil 
ever) thing. Do anything you please, Moristcur TOfficter^ 
but keep awa). If Pierre were to see you with me, he 
would kill vou.’ <■ 

Pille-i^Iicfie appeared without the gate , he called to thc 
poitilion wlio had kept in the stable, saw the captain, and 
shouted as he levelled liis musket at him, ‘Saint Anne of 
Aunv ' I'he rcctcur at Antrain was quite riglit wlien 
he to*d Ub tliat the Blues had smned a contract with tiie 
deval. Stop a bit, I will show )ou how to come to life 
again * ’ 

‘ Flollo, there > My life has been granted to me, 
shouted .Merle, seeing h’lnself threatened. 
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‘Well?’ 

‘Is he going to kill mademoiselle ? ’ 

‘Not just at once,’ answered Marche-a-Ttrre. 

‘ But she will resist , and if she dies, I shall die too * ’ 

‘Ah, well; you are too fond of her, ... so let her 
dief’ said Marchc-a-Terre. 

‘If we two are rich and happy, we owe our good 
fortune to her, bur, anyhoie, have you not promised 
me to save her from all misfortune ? ’ 

‘ I will try , but stop there, and don’t stir away.’ 

Marche-a-Terre’s arm was instantly released, and 
Francine, consumed by the most terrible anxiety, waited 
in the courtyard. Marclie-a-Terre came up with his 
companion just as the latter had entered the barn and 
forced his victim to get into the coach. Pille-iVIiche 
demanded his fellow’s aid to pull the coach out. 

‘ What do you want with all this ?’ inquired Marche- 
a- 1 erre. 

‘Well, the Grande-Garce has given me the woman, so 
all she has belongs to me.’ 

‘As for the coach, well and good, you will make some 
money out of it, but how about the woman ? She will 
fly at your face like a cat > ’ 

Pille-Miche burst into a noisy laugh, and replied, 
I shall take her home along with me, and I shall 
tie her up ’ 

‘All right, let us put the horses in,’ said Marche-a- 
Terre ‘ 

A moment later Marche-a-Terre, who had left his 
companion to keep watch over his victim, brought the 
carnage out upon the causeway outside the gate. Pille- 
Miche got m beside Mile, de Verneuil, without noticing 
the start she made to fling herself into the water. 

‘ Hollo I Pille-Miche ^ ’ shouted Marche-a-Terre. 

‘What is It ?’ 

‘ I will buy your share of the plunder of you.’ 

‘Are you joking ? ’ asked the Chouan, pulling his 
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Pille-hliche ga',e a hoarse kind of cry, and went to 
find the posdL’on. His glee brought bed luck to the 
captain whom he met. WTen he heard the report of 
the gun, Marche-a-Terre hurried to the spot, where 
Frandne, sdH in terror, was praving with clasped hands 
upon her knees beside the pc5r captain, so ntid had 
been the enect upon her of the spectade of the murder. 

‘Run to rour mistress,’ said the Chouan shortly; ‘she 
is safe.’ He himself ran in search of the posnhon, and 
returned ivith the speed of lightning. As he passed by 
Alerie’s body for the second dme, he saw the glo\ e of the 
Gars, which the dead hand was sdil dutching convulsivdy. 

‘Oh, ho?’ cried he; ‘ Pille-iVIiche has tried foui play 
here * It is not so sure that he wiH li\e to draw that 
income of his ’ 

He tore away the glove, and said to IVllle. de Verneuil, 
who was already in her place m the coach with Francine 
beside her, ‘ Here; take this glo’.e. If you are attacked 
on the road say, “ Oh ! the Gars ! ” and show this pass- 
port here, and no harm can come to you. Frandne,’ he 
said, turning towards her and seizing her hand, ‘ we are 
quits now with the woman there, the de’.il take her; 
come with me,’ 

‘Would vou ha^e me leave her just now, at this 
momeint?’ Francine answered in a melancholy voice. 
Marche-a-Terre first scratched his ear and then his fore- 
head. Then he raised his head and showed his eyes, 
with the fierce expression that made them formidable. c 

‘You are nght,’ said he. ‘For a week I will leaie 
you with her; but when once it is o’.er, if you do not 

come to me ’ He did not finish the sentence, 

but he struck the muzzle of his nfle a heavy blow 
with the fiat of his hand, made a feint of leveUtng it at 
his mistress, and went without wairing for a response. 

As soon as the Chouan had gone, a stifled voice that 
seemed to rise from the surfree of the pond cned, 

‘ Madame I . . IMadame I . . . ’ 
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The postilion and the two women shuddered with 
horror, for several dead bodies had drifted thither. A 
Blue hiding behind a tree showed himself. ‘Let me 
get up on your box, or I am a dead man * That damned 
glass of cider that Clef-des-Coeurs would drmk has cost 
more than a pint of "blood I If he had followed my 
example, and made his rounds, our poor comrades would 
not be floating about there, hke a fleet.’ 

While these events were taking place without the 
house, the chiefs sent by the Vendeans were conferring 
with the Chouans, glass in hand, while the Marquis of 
Montauran presided. Ample potations of Bordeaux wine 
gave warmth to the debate, which grew momentous and 
serious as the banquet drew to a close. During the 
dessert, when the lines of concerted military action had 
been laid down, and the Royahsts drank to the health of 
the Bourbons, the report of PiUe-Miche’s gun sounded 
hke an echo of the ill-omened war which these gay and 
noble conspirators were fain to wage against the Republic. 
Mme. du Gua shook with the pleasurable agitation which 
she felt at being nd of her rival, and at this tlie guests all 
looked at one another, and the Marquis rose from the 
table and went out. 

‘ After all, he was in love with her,’ said Mme du Gua 
satirically j ‘ go and keep him company, M. de Fontaine , 
he will grow as tiresome as the flies if he gets into the blues.’ 

She went to the window which looked out upon the 
courtyard, to try to see Mane’s dead body. Thence, by 
the last light of the setting moon, she could make out 
the coach which was ascending the avenue between the 
apple trees with incredible speed. Mile, de Verneuil’s 
veil was fluttenng in the breeze out of the coach-window. 
Mme. du Gua left the company, enraged at what she saw. 

The Marquis was lounging on the flight of steps, deep 
in gloomy thoughts, as he watched about a hundred and 
fifty Chouans who had returned from the gardens, whither 
they had gone to divide their booty, and who were now 
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about to finish the cider and the bread which had been 
promised to the Blues. These soldiers (new pattern) 
upon whom the hopes of the Monarchy were founded 
were drinking together in httle knots; while seven or 
eight of their number were amusing themselves on the 
embankment opposite to the flight of steps, by tying 
stones to the bodies of the Blues and flinging them into 
the water. This spectacle, taken in connection with the 
vanous pictures presented by the eccentric costumes and 
the wild fares of the callous and uncivilised gars^ was so 
extraordinary and so novel to M. de Fontaine (who had 
observed a certain appearance of seemliness and disciphne 
among the Vendean troops), that he seized this oppor- 
tunity to say to the Marquis of Montauran, ‘ What can 
you hope to do with such brutes as that ? ’ 

‘No great things, you mean, my dear Count! ’ replied 
the Gars. 

‘ Will they ever be able to execute manoeuvres when 
they are confronted with the Republicans ? ’ 

‘ Never.’ 

‘Will they ever be able to do so much as to understand 
your orders and carry them out ’ 

‘ Never.’ 

‘ Then what use will they be to you ? ’ 

‘They will enable me to plunge my sword into the 
heart of the Repubhc,’ thundered the Marquis , ‘ to make 
Fougeres mine in three days, and the length and breadth 
of Bnttany m ten I . , . Come, sir,’ he continued in a 
milder voice, ‘set out for la Vendee; let Autichamp, 
Suzannet, and the Abbe Bernier only go ahead as quickly 
as I shall ; let them not open negotiations with the First 
Consul (as they once led me to fear)’ — here he gave the 
Vendean’s hand a mighty grasp — ‘and we shall be within 
thirty leagues of Pans in three weeks,’ 

‘ But the Repubhc is sending sixty thousand men and 
General Brune against us • ’ 

‘ Sixty thousand men I Really ’ cned the Marquis, 
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with a satirical smile. ‘ And with what men will 
Bonaparte carry on his Italian campaign ? And as for 
General Brune, he will not come either. Bonaparte has 
dispatched him against the English in Holland, and 
General Hedouville, the friend of our friend Barras, will 
take his place out here. Now do you understand me >* ’ 
When he heard him talk in this way, M. de Fontaine 
looked at the Marquis with an astute and arch expression 
which seemed to convey a reproach to the speaker for not 
fully understanding the dnft of the mysterious words 
which he had just uttered. Both gentlemen understood 
each other perfectly well from that moment, yet the 
young chief replied with an indefinable smile to the 
unspoken thought in the eyes of both. 

‘ M. de Fontaine, do you know mv arms ? My device 
is — “ Per severer jusqu^a la mortP ’ 

The Comte de Fontaine grasped IMontauran’s hand and 
pressed it as he said, ‘ I was left for dead on the field at 
Quatre-Chemins, so you will have no misgivings about 
me , but believe my expenence — nmes are changed.' 

^ Oh I yes,’ said La BiUardiere. who joined them. 
‘You are young. Marquis. Ji.5: iisren to me Your 

estates have not all been sold 

‘Ah I can you imagine de.'ofrn without a sacrifice ^ ’ 
said Montauran, 

‘ Do you really know ±e xir^ : ’ said La Billardiere. 
‘Yes.’ 


‘ Then I admire joxsJ 

‘ The King,’ said the jC'-ng ahiefi ‘ is the Priest, and i 
am fighting for the ftim.' 
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soul of Mile, de Verneuil, that she lay back in the carriage 
utterly prostrated and as if dead, when she had given the 
order to proceed to Fougeres. Francine was silent, follow- 
ing the example of her mistress. The postilion, who was 
in terror of some fresh misadventure, made haste to reach 
the high road, and very soon reached the top of La Pelerine. 

In the dense, white morning mists, Marie de Verneuil 
made her way across the wide and beautiful valley of the 
Couesnon, where this story began. From the summit 
of La Pelerine she could hardly see the schistous rock 
upon which the town of Fougeres is built, and from 
which the three travellers were still some two leagues 
distant. Mile, de Verneuil felt chilled through with the 
cold, and thought of the poor infantryman perched up 
behind the carnage, insisting in spite of his refusals that 
he should come m and sit beside Francine. The sight 
of Fougeres drew her for a moment from her revene. 
Moreover, as the guard stationed at the St. Leonard gate 
refused admittance into the town to strangers, she was 
compelled to produce her credentials. Then she found 
herself protected at last from all hostile attempts as she 
came into this place, with its own townspeople for its 
sole defenders at the moment. The postilion could find 
no better sheltering roof for her than at the Post inn. 

* Madame,’ said the Blue, whom she had rescued, ‘ if 
you should ever require to administer a sabre cut to any 
individual, my hfe is at your service. I am ^od at that 
My name is Jean Falcon ; I am called Beau-Tied , and I 
am a sergeant in the first company of Hulot’s lads in the 
seventy-second demi-brigade, which thej^ call the Mayon- 
naise. Excuse my vanity and presumption ; but I can do 
no more than offer you the hfe of a sergeant, because for 
the time being I have nothing else to put at your disposal.’ 
He turned on his heel and went away whistling. 

‘ The lower one looks in the ranks of society,’ said 
Mane with bitterness, ‘the more one finds generosity of 
feeling without any parade of it A marquis gives me 
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up to death in return for life, while a sergeant ... But 
there, let that be I ’ 

When the beautiful Parisian lay in a well-warmed bed, 
her feithful Francme himg about, waiting in vain for the 
affectionate word that she was accustomed to bear , but 
her mistress saw her stfll standing there uneasily, and said 
with every mark of sadness — 

‘They call this a day, Francme, but I am ten years 
older for it.’ 

The next morning, as she was getting up, Corentin 
presented himself to call upon Mane, who gave him 
admittance. 

‘ Francme,’ she remarked, ‘ my misfortune must be great 
indeed when I can tolerate the sight of Corentin.’ 

But for aU that, when she saw him again, she in- 
stinctively felt for the thousandth time towards the man 
a repugnance that an acquaintance of two years’ standing 
had mitigated no whit. 

‘Well,’ said he, smiling , ‘ I thought you were going to 
succeed. Was it not he then whom you got hold of? ’ 

‘ Corentin,’ she answered slowly, with a sorrowful 
expression, ‘do not mention that affair to me unless I 
myself speak to you of it.’ 

He walked to and fro in the room, attempting to divine 
the secret thoughts of this strange girl, in whose glance 
there was a something which at times had power enough 
to disconcert the cleverest men. 

‘ I foresaw this check,’ he began, after a moment’s 
pause. ‘ I have been making inquiries, in case you might 
care to make this town your headquarters. We are in 
the very heart and centre of Chouannene. Will you 
stay here ? ’ The nod vouchsafed to him by way of a reply 
gave nse to conjectures as to yesterday’s events on 
Corentm’s part, which were partially correct. ‘ I have 
taken a house for you,’ he went on j ‘ one confiscated by 
the Nation, and as yet unsold. They are not very 
advanced in thp . notions hereabouts. Nobody has dared 



The Chou.in^ 


H)0 

to buy the place, because the etnigraiu to whom it belonged 
IS thought to be an awkward customer It is dose to 
St. Leonard’s church, ami, upon my honour, one enjoys 
a charming view from the windows. Something can 
be made of the hole , it is habitable* j will you go 
into It ^ ’ < 

‘ Yes, at once,’ she exc! unu d 

‘But you must let me have a few hourj in which to 
get It cleaned and set to right-., so tint )ou may find 
everything to ^our mind.’ 

‘ What does it matter ^ ’ she '.aid, ‘ I should m ike no 
difiiculty about living in a cuiuent or in ajul. IIow- 
evci, you can arrange things so that I c.iii be left to rc-vt 
in absolute solitude this evening. '1 here, \ou can lease 
me ' Your presence is intolerable I widi to be 
left alone with Francine, I am on better terms \nth her 
perhaps than with myself . . . There, good-bye, go 
away • ’ 

It was evident from the words thus volubly uttered, 
and imbued by turns with coquetry, wilfulness, and passion, 
that her serenity was completely re*stored. Slumber no 
doubt had gradually dispelled the impresdons of the 
previous day, and reflection had brought her counsels of 
revenge If dark thoughts at time-s were depicted upon her 
face, they seemed to bear witness to the power pOiscsSed 
by some women of burying their most cnthusuastic feel- 
ings in the depths of their souL, and of that capacity for 
dissimulation which enables them to smile graciously 
while they scheme out the ruin of their victim. 

She sat alone, absorbed in plans for getting the Marquis 
into her hands alive. For the iirst tune she had known 
a life in accordance with her inmost wishes, but of that 
life nothing remained to her now but the longing for 
revenge — a revenge that should be absolute and unending. 
This was her sole thought, her one pissiointe de-sirc. 
Franci lie’s words and little services drew no rt*sponse from 
Mane, who seemed to be sleeping with her eyes open , 
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the live-long day went by, and there was no outward 
sign or movement of the life which is the expression of 
our thoughts She lay reclined on a kind of ottoman 
which she had made with chairs and pillows, and not till 
evening came did she languidly let fell these words and 
no more, with her eyes*upon Francme — ‘ Yesterday, my 
child, I saw clearly how one can live for love’s sole sakej 
to-day I have come to understand how one can die to 
have revenge. Yes ^ I would give my life to find him 
out, wherever he may be, to come across him once more, 
to entangle him, and to have him in my power. . . . 
But if, after a few days, I do not find this man who has 
slighted me lying humble and submissive at my feet , if I 
do not reduce him to an abject servitude, why, then, I 
shall be beneath contempt, and I shall be no more a 
woman — I shall be no longer myself I’ 

The house which Corentin had proposed to Mile, de 
Verneuil was well adapted to gratify her innate love of 
refinement and luxury in her surroundings. He himself 
appeared to have accumulated there everything which in 
his opinion ought to please her, with a lover’s eagerness, or 
more properly speaking, with the anxious servility of a man 
in power seeking to attach to his own interest some 
inferior who is necessary to him. He came to Mile de 
Verneuil the next day to suggest a removal to this im- 
provised dwelling-place. She scarcely did more than 
transfer herself from her rickety ottoman to a venerable 
sofa which Corentin had managed to find for her , but 
the fanciful Parisian entered into residence as if the house 
had belonged to her. She treated everything she saw 
with supreme indifference, and developed a sudden affinity 
with the oddments, which by degrees she appropriated to 
her own use, as if they had long been familiar to her. 
These are trifling details, but not without significance in 
the portraiture of an unusual character. She might have 
become well acquainted with this dwelling in her dreams 
or ever she saw the place j and here she lived upon the 
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hatred within her, just as she would have existed upon 
love. 

‘ At any rate,’ she said to herself, ‘ 1 have not inspired 
in him that insulting kind of pity which is death 5 I do 
not owe my life to him Oh, my first and last and only 
love I What an outcome of it diU ’ 

She made a spring at the startled Francine. ‘Do 
you love too ^ Oh, yes I 1 remember, you are in love I 
How very fortunate I am to have a woman beside me 
who can understand I Well, my poor Francine, do not 
men seem to you to be horrible creatures i* Why, he told 
me that he loved me I And he could not stand the 
slightest test ... Yet if the whole world had spurned 
him, he should have found a refuge in my heart , if the 
whole universe had been against him, I would have stood 
by him. Once, I used to watch a world filled with 
beings who came and went ; they were only indifferent 
things for me, but that world of mine was only melan- 
choly, not dreadful , and now, what is it all without him ? 
He will go on living though I am not there at his side, 
though I do not speak to him, nor touch him, nor hold 
him and clasp him close . . . Oh, rather than that, I 
will murder him myself as he sleeps I ’ 

Francine looked at her in alarm for a moment without 
speaking , then she said in a gentle voice, ‘ Murder the 
man that you love 

‘Ahl surely, when he loves you no longer.’ But 
after these fearful words, she hid her face in her hands, ^ 
sank into her chair, and was mute 

The next day some one broke suddenly into her room 
without being announced It was Hulot , his face was 
hard and stern, and Corentin came with him. She raised 
her eyes and trembled. 

‘You are come to require an account of your friends 
from me ^ ’ she said. ‘ They are dead ’ 

‘ I know It,’ answered Hulot. ‘ They did not die in 
the service of the Republic.’ 
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‘For mCjand it was my doing. . . . You are about to 
speak to me of our country ' Will our country give 
back life to those who die for her ? Will she so much as 
avenge them ? Now, I,’ she cried, ‘will avenge them I ’ 

Baleful visions of the tragedy in which she had nearly 
fallen a victim rose up and formed themselves before her 
eyes ; a mad impulse seized this gracious being, who held 
, modesty to be a woman’s first artifice, and she marched 
abruptly over to the amazed commandant. 

‘ For a few murdered soldiers,’ she said, ‘ I will bring a 
head worth thousands of others beneath the axe upon your 
scaffold. Women carry on war but seldom, yet you, 
however old you may be, may pick up excellent strata- 
gems in my school. I will give over to your bayonets in 
him a whole family, his ancestors, his present, past, and 
future. Insomuch as I have been kind and true to him, 
so I will be crafty and false > Yes, commandant • I 
mean to bring this gallant gentleman home to me ; he 
shall only leave my arms to go to his death ' Yes ' I 
shall never know a rival. The wretch pronounced his 
own death sentence . “ A day without a morrow ^ . 

We shall both of us be avenged, your Republic and I 
. . . The Republic f ’ she went on, with a strange in- 
flection in her voice that startled Hulot j ‘so the rebel 
will die, after all, for bearing arms against his country ? 
France herself will cheat me of my revenge ^ . Ah > 

one life is such a little thing — one death can only atone for 
a. single cnme • But since this gentleman has but one 
head to lose, in the night before he dies I will make him 
feel that he is losing more than a life. But before all 
things, commandant, for it will be you who will put him 
to death,’ and a sigh broke from her, ‘ act in siich a sort 
that nothing shall betray my treason , let him die with a 
full belief in my faith. That is all that I ask of you. 
Let him see nothing but me — me and my endearments * ’ 
With that she stopped j but in the dark flush on her 
face Hulot and Corentin saw that anger and rage had 
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not cvtinguisliLtl tnoTsiy, Muis red .ioknth s'; 

she uttered these last word^, die .ei tiu-d tu h,’en 
them afresh, a> if she were not sure th u dw h m 1 ^oken 
them She trembled umh'. mu cdl, , -lu! m.u^'* tile in- 
voluntvtry gesture of a ivomui v/iio In, v.ddenl^ dro,),nd 
her veil. * 

‘But you have had him drcidy in your jiands’’ 'ud 
Corentin 

^ Very hkeU,’ she replied huicrlv . 

‘Why did you stop me v.hcn 1 liad ho'd of him ? ’ 
asked Hulor 

‘ hd), comm md int ’ We d'd not know out it .v n 
/iiT * ’ Suddenly, the evcileil v.<mnu vsho v. >, imrne hv 
pacing to and Iro, liingura; fierv dmccs .u tlic t ' o wit- 
nesses of this teiiij vSt, grew c diner. ‘I h trdiv knoa/ 
myself,’ she said, and iier tone-, .verc thow of a mm 
‘ What IS the good of t dking ^ ^Vc mu:>: go m sr-irch 
of him ’ ’ 

‘(jo in sesirch of him ^ ’ repe’ted Mulot , ‘ m) de-ar 
child, mind that you do not. We are not masters of this 
countr)-sidc , and if vou venture to stir a hundred paces 
out ot the town, vuu will c.thcr be killed or taken 

j * 

prisoner. 

‘There is no such tliin" ws d mger fur tliusc ".ho are 
seeking for vcnge'uee*’ she answe^d, and with i dis- 
dainful gesture she dnnu, sed the two men from her pre- 
sence; the sight of them filled Jicr with sinme. 

‘^Vliat a woman Hulot e\cl timed as he withdrew , 
with Corentin. ‘ What i notion iIiojO pohce lellows in 
Pans have had I But she will never give him up to us,’ 
he added with a shake of the head 

‘ Oh, yes, she will I ’ Corentin replied. 

‘ Can you not see that she is in love with him ^ ’ said 
Hulot. 

‘That IS exactly the reason. Moreover,’ said Corentin, 
as he looked at the astonished commandant, ‘ I am on the 
spot to prevent any nonsense on her part ; for to my 
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‘This, at last, is the life I was longing for’’ cried 
Mile, de Verneuil when she* w.is alone with Francine. 

‘ However swiftly the hours may pass, they arc like cen- 
turies of thought to me.’ She took Francine’s hand 
impulsively, and these words fell^rom her, one by one, in 
a voice like the first robin’s notes after a storm. ‘I 
cannot help it, my child I always see those two exquisite 
lips , the short, slightly prominent chin, and those eyes 
of fire , I hear again the “ Hue • ” of the postilion, and at 
last I fall to dreaming . . . And why is there such 
hatred in me when I awake ? * 

She heaved a long sigh, and rose to her feet She 
looked out for the first time over the country, which had 
been given over to civil war by the cruel noble whom she 
would fain combat — she and no other. The view had an 
attraction for her , it drew her out of doors to breathe 
more freely under the open sky , and if it was chance 
that determined her way, she was certainly under the 
influence of the dark power within us, which makes us 
look for a gleam of hope in some absurd course. Ideas 
that occur to us while we are under this spell are often 
realised , and then we attribute our instinctive insight to 
the faculty that we call presentiment — a power which is 
real, if unexplained, and which is ever ready at the beck 
and call of the passions, like a parasite who sometimes 
utters a true word among his lies. > 


Ill 


A DAY WITHOUT A MORROW 

As the final events of this story were largely determined 
by the character of the country m which they took place, 
a detailed description of it is unavoidable, for otherwise 
the catastrophe will be difficult to understand. 

The town of Fougeres is partly situated on a mass of 
schistous rock that might have fallen forward from the 
hills that close round the western end of the wide valley 
of the Couesnon, each of which is differently named in 
different places round about. A narrow ravine, with the 
little stream called the Nan^on running at the bottom of 
It, separates the town from these hills. The eastern side 
of the mass of rock commands a view of the same land- 
scape that the traveller enjoys from the top of La Pelenne, 
the only prospect from the western side is along the 
tortuous valley of the Nan^on, but there is one spot 
whence it is possible to see a segment of the great circle 
formed by the main valley as well as the picturesque 
windings of the smaller one that opens out into it. Here 
the townspeople had elected to make a promenade, hither 
Mile, de Verneuil was betaking herself, and this very 
place was to be the stage on which the drama begun 
at the Vivetiere was to be earned out. However 
picturesque, therefore, the other parts of the town of 
Fougeres may be, attention must be exclusively directed 
to the disposition of the country that is visible from the 
highest point of the promenade. 

To give an idea of the appearance of the rock of 
Fougeres when seen irom this side, a comparison might 
be made between it and one of those huge towers, about 
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which Saracen architects ha\e fashioned tier after tier of 
balconies, connected each with each by spiral staircases. 
The topmost point of the rock: terminates in a Gothic 
church with its crockets, spire and buttresses, which com- 
pletes the almost perfect sugar-loaf form of the whole. 
Before the door of this church, which is dedicated to St. 
Leonard, lies a httle irregularly shaped square. The soil 
there is banked up and sustained by a wall that runs 
round it hke a balustrade, and it communicates with the 
promenade by a flight of steps. This esplanade runs 
round about tie rock hke a second cornice, several fathoms 
below the square of St. Leonard, presenting an open space 
planted with trees, w'hich is brought to an end by the 
fordfications of the town. Then, after a further interval 
of some ten fathoms of rocks and masonry' which support 
this terrace (thanks, partly to the fortunate disposition of 
the schist, and partly to paaent industry), there Kes a 
winding road called ^ The Queen’s Staircase,’ cut out of 
the rock itself, and leading to a bndge built over the 
Nan^on by Arme of Bnttany. Underneath this road 
again, which makes a third cornice, the gardens slope in 
terraces down to the nver, looking hke aers of staging 
covered with flowers. 

Lofty crags, called the hills of St. Sulpice, after the 
name of the suburb of the town in which they nse, run 
parallel with the promenade and along the river side. 
Their sides slope gently down into the main valley, 
wherein they take a sharp turn towards the north. These 
steep, dark, and barren cragsseem almost to touch the schist- 
ous rock of the promenade, cormng in some places within 
-a gunshot of them, and they shelter from the north wind a 
narrow \'alley some hundred fathoms in depth, wherein the 
Nanfon (ii\'ides itself into three streams, and waters a 
meadow-land pleasantly laid out and filled with houses. 

To the south, just where the town, properly speaking, 
comes to an end, and the suburb of St. Leonard begins, 
the rock of Fougeres makes a curve, grows less lofty and ' 
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Its rock protected by a curtain of wall, or by scarps hewn 
m the rock itself, form one immense horse-shoe, sur- 
rounded by precipices, on the sides of which (time aiding 
them) the Bretons have beaten out a few narrow foot- 
paths. Blocks of stone project here and there as if by 
way of decoration, or v/ater oozCs out through crannies 
where spindhng trees are growing. Further on, a few 
less precipitous slabs of granite support a little grass 
which attracts the goats , and the heather grows every- 
where, penetrating many a damp crevice and covering tlie 
dark broken surface with its rosy wreaths. In the depth 
of this great funnel the little river twists and winds m a 
land of meadow, always carpeted with soft verdure. 

At the foot of the castle there rises, between several 
masses of granite, the Church dedicated to St. Sulpice, 
which gives its name to a suburb on the other side of the 
Nancon. This suburb seems to he m the bottom of an 
abyss , the pointed steeple of its church is not as high as 
the rocks that seem ready to fall down upon it and its 
surrounding cottages, which are picturesquely watered by 
certain branches of the Nancon, shaded by trees and 
adorned with gardens These make an irregular indenta- 
tion in the half-moon descnbed by the promenade, the 
town, and the castle , and their details are in quaint 
contrast to the sober-looking amphitheatre which they 
confront. The whole town of Fougeres, with its churches 
and its suburbs, and even the hills of St Sulpice, has for 
Its frame and setting the heights of Rille, which form a 
part of the chain of hills that encircle the mam valley of 
the Couesnon. 

Such are the most striking natural features of this 
country. Its principal charactenstic is a rugged wild- 
ness, softened by intervals of smiling land, by a happy 
mingling of the most magnificent works of man with 
the caprices of a soil vexed by unlooked-for contrasts , by 
an indescribable something that takes us at unawares, that 
amazes and overawes us In no other part of France 
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does the traveller meet with contrasts on so magnificent 
a scale as in this wide valley of the Couesnon and among 
the dales that are almost hidden between the craggy rocks 
of Fougeres and the heights 'of Rille. There is beauty of 
a rare bnd in which chance is the predominating element, 
but which, for all thSt, lacks no charm due to the 
harmony of nature. Here are clear, hmpid, rushing 
streams ; hills clad in the luxuriant vegetation of these 
districts j stern masses of rock and shapely buildings 5 
natural fortifications and towers of granite built by man. 
Here are all the elFects wrought by the play of hght and 
shadow, all the varied hues of different kinds of foliage 
so highly valued by artists , groups of houses alive 
with a busy population, and solitary places where the 
granite scarcely affords a hold to the pale lichens that 
cling about stone surfaces , here, in short, is every 
suggestion of beauty or of dread that can be looked for 
from a landscape — a poetry full of constantly renewed 
magic, of pictures of the grandest kmd, and charming 
scenes of country life. Here is Brittany in its flower. 

The Papegaut’s Tower, as it is called, upon which the 
house occupied by Mile, de Verneuil was built, has its 
foundations at the very bottom of the precipice, and rises 
to the level of the esplanade which has been constructed, 
cornice fashion, in front of St. Leonard’s church. The 
view from this house, which is isolated on three of its sides, 
includes the great horse-shoe (which has its starting-point 
in the tower itself), the winding valley of the Nan^on, 
and the square of St. Leonard. The dwelling is one of a 
row of houses three centuries old, built of wood, and lying 
in a parallel line with the north side of the church in such 
a manner as to form a bhnd alley with it. The alley 
opens on to a steep road that passes along one side of the 
church and leads to the gate of St. Leonard, towards 
which Mile, de Verneuil was descending. 

Marie naturally felt no inclination to go up into the 
square before the church, beneath which she was standing. 
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ideas that occur to them upon a journey. She had been 
less attracted, however, by the prospect of bloodshed than 
by the mere pleasure of carrying a beautiful jewelled 
kandjar, and of playing with the blade, as clean as an eye 
glance. Three days ago, when she had sought to kill 
herself to escape her rival’s hideotS revenge, she had keenly 
regretted lea’ring this weapon in her trunk. 

In a moment she reached the house again, found the 
dagger, thrust it into her belt, muffled a great shav/1 
round about her shoulders, wound a black lace scarf about 
her hair, covered her head with a large flapping hat, hke 
those worn by the Chouans, which she borrowed from a 
servant about the house ; and, with the self-possession 
which the passions sometimes bestow, she took up the 
glove belonging to the Marquis, which jVIarche-a-Terre 
had given to her as a safe-conduct. In response to 
Francine’s alarmed mquiries, she rephed — 

‘ What would you have , I would go to heU to look for 
him ! ’ and she went back to the promenade. 

The Gars was still there in the same place, but he was 
alone. From the direction taken by his perspective-glass, 
he appeared to be scrutinising with a soldier’s minute - 
attention the various fords of the Nancon, the Queen’s 
Staircase, and the road that starts from the gate of St. 
Sulpice, winds by the church, and joins the high road 
vrithin range of the guns of the castle. i''<’ille. de Verneml 
sprang down the narrov/ paths made by the goatherds 
and their flocks upon the slopes of the promenade, gained 
the Queen’s Staircase, reached the foot of the crags, 
crossed the Nancon, passed through the suburb, found 
her way instinctively, hke a bird in the desert, among the 
penlous scarped rocks of St. Sulpice, and very soon reached 
a shppery track over the granite boulders. In spite of 
the bushes of broom, the thorny ajoncs^ and the sharp 
loose stones, she began to climb with an amount of 
energy unknowm perhaps in man, but which woman, when 
completely carried away by passion, possesses for a time. 
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Night overtook Marie just as she reached the summit, 
and tried to discover, by the pale moonhght, the way 
which the Marquis must have taken. It was a search 
made persistently but without any success. From the 
silence that prevailed throughout the region she gathered 
that the Chouans and their leader had retired. She 
suddenly relinquished the effort begun in passionj along 
with the hope that had inspired it. She found herself 
benighted and alone in the midst of a strange country 
where war was raging ; she began to reflect, and Hulot’s 
warning and Mme. du Gua’s shot made her shudder with 
fear. The silence of night upon the hills was so deep 
that she could hear the least rustle of a wandering leaf, 
even a long way off, such faint sounds as” these, trembling 
in the air, gave a gloomy idea of the utter solitude and 
quiet. 

The wind blew furiously in the sky above, bnnging up 
clouds that cast shadows below , the effects of alternate 
light and darkness increased her fears, by giving a fantastic 
and ternfying appearance to objects of the most harmless 
kind. 

She turned her eyes towards the houses in Fougeres j 
the lights of every household glimmered hke stars on 
earth, and all at once she descried the Papegaut tower. 
The distance she must traverse in order to reach her 
dwelling was short indeed, but that distance consisted of 
a precipice. She had a sufficiently clear recollection of 
the abysses at the brink of the narrow footpath by which 
she had come, to see that she would incur greater penl 
by trying to return to Fougeres than by continuing her 
enterpnse. She reflected that the Marquis’s glove would 
depnve her nocturnal excursion of all its dangers, if the 
Chouans should be in possession of the country. She had 
only Mme. du Gua to dread. At the thought of her, 
Mane clutched her dagger and tned to go in the 
direction of a house, of the roofs of which she had caught 
a glimpse as she reached the crags of St. Sulpice. She 
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made but slow progress. Never before had she known 
the majesty of darkness that oppresses a solitary being at 
night in the midst of a v/ild country, over which the 
mountains, like a company of giants, seem to bow their 
lofty heads 

The rustle of her dress, caught by the gorse, made her 
tremble more than once , more than once she quickened 
her pace, only to slacken it again with the thought that 
her last hour had come. But circumstances very soon 
assumed a character, which might perhaps have daunted 
the boldest men, and which threw Mane into one of 
those panics that make such heavy demands upon the 
springs of life within us, that everything, strength as 
weakness, is exaggerated m the individual. The weakest 
natures at such times show an unexpected strength ; and 
the strongest grow frantic with terror. 

Mane heard strange sounds at a little distance. They 
were vague and distinct at the same ome, just as the 
surrounding night was lighter and darker by turns. 
They seemed to indicate tumult and confusion. She 
strained her ears to catch them. They rose from the 
depths of the earth, which appeared to be shaking with 
the tramp of a great multitude of men on the march. A 
momentary gleam of light allowed Mile, de Verneuil to 
see, at the distance of a few paces, a long file of horrid 
forms swaying like ears of corn m the fields — steahng 
along like gobhn shapes. But hardly had she seen them 
when darkness, hke a black curtain, feU again and hid 
from her this fearful vision full of yellow and glittering 
eyes. She shrank back and rushed swiftly to the top of a 
slope, to escape three of these hornble figures that were 
approaching her. 

‘ Did you see him ? ’ asked one. 

‘ I felt a cold wind when he passed near me,’ a hoarse 
voice replied. 

‘ I myself breathed the dank air and the smeU of a 
graveyard,’ said a third. 
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*• How pale he is ^ ’ the first speaker began. 

‘ Why has he returned alone out of all who fell at La 
Pelenne ^ ’ asked the second. 

‘ Ah, why indeed >* ’ replied the third. ‘ Why should 
those who belong to the Sacred Heart have the preference ? 
However, I would rather die unconfessed than wander 
about as he does, neither eating nor drinking, without 
any blood in his veins or flesh on his bones.’ 

* Ah I . . .’ 

This exclamation, or rather fearful yell, broke from the 
group as one of the Chouans pointed to the slender form 
and pallid face of Mile, de Verneml, who was flying with 
the speed of fear, while none of them caught the slightest 
sound of her movements. 

‘There he is • — Here he is * — Where is he ? — There ! 
— Here I — He has vanished > — No I — Yes I — Do you see 
him ’ The words rolled out hke the monotonous sound 
of waves upon the beach. 

Mile, de Verneuil went on bravely towards the house, 
and saw the dim figures of a crowd which fled away at 
her approach with every sign of panic-stncken fear. A 
strange force within her seemed to urge her on , its 
influence was overpowering her , a sensation of corporeal 
lightness, which she could not understand, was a fresh 
source of terror to her. The shapes which rose in masses 
at her approach, as if from under the earth, where they 
appeared to be lying, gave groans which seemed to have 
V nothing human about them. At last, and not without 
difficulty, she reached a garden, now lying waste, with all 
Its fencing and hedges broken down. She showed her 
glove to a sentinel who stopped her. The moonhght fell 
upon her form, and at the sight the sentinel, who had 
pointed his carbine at Mane, let the weapon fell from 
his hand, uttering a hoarse cry that rang through the 
country round about. 

She saw large masses of buildings, with a light here 
and there which showed that some of the rooms were 
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inhabited , and v’lthout further let or hindrance she 
reached the wall of the house. Through the first window 
towards which she went she beheld Mme. du Gua and 
the chiefs who had come together at the Vivetierc. 
This sight, combined with the consciousness of the penl 
she was in, made her reckless ibhe flung herself violently 
upon a low opening, covered with massive iron bars, and 
discerned the Marquis two paces distant from her, 
melancholy and alone, in a long vaulted hall. The 
reflections of the firelight from the hearth, before which 
he was sitting m a cumbrous chair, lighted up his face 
with flickering hues of red that made the whole scene 
look like a \asion. The poor girl strained herself to the 
bars, trembling, but otherwise motionless ; she hoped that 
she should hear him if he spoke in the deep silence that 
prevailed. She saw him looking pale, dejected, and dis- 
heartened ; she flattered herself that she was one of the 
causes of his melancholv, and her anger turned to sym- 
pathy, and sympathy to tenderness , she suddenly felt that 
It was not vengeance alone that had drawn her thither. 
The Marquis rose to his feet, turned his head, and stood 
bewildered when he beheld IvDle. de Verneuil’s face as in 
a cloud there He made a sign of scorn and impatience 
as he cned, ‘ Must I see that she-devil always before me, 
even in my waking hours ^ ’ 

This intense contempt he had conceived for her drew 
a frenzied laugh from the poor girl. The young chief 
shuddered at it, and sprang to the window. Mile de 
Verneuil fled She heard a man’s footsteps behind her, 
and took her pursuer for Montauran. In her desire to 
escape from him she discerned no obstacles j she would 
have scaled walls or flown through the air; she could 
have taken the road to hell if so be she might read no 
longer, in letters of flame, the words, ' He scorns you ' ’ 
wntten upon his forehead — words which a voice repeated 
within her in trumpet tones. After walking on, she knew 
not whither, she stopped, for a chilly dampness seemed to 



A Day without a Morrow 209 

strike through her. She heard the footsteps of several 
i^eople, and impelled by fear, she descended a staircase 
that led into an underground cellar. As she reached the 
lowest step, she listened for the footsteps of the pursuers, 
trying to ascertain thgir direction ; but though the 
sounds without were turbulent enough, she could hear the 
lamentable groans of a human being within, which added 
to her terrors. 

A streak of light from the head of the staircase led her 
to fear lest her hiding-place had been discovered by her 
persecutors. Her desire to escape them lent her fresh 
strength. A few moments later, when her ideas were 
more collected, she found it very difficult to explain the 
way in which she had contrived to scramble up the low 
wall on the top of which she was hiding. At first she 
did not even notice the cramp which her constrained 
position caused her to expenence; but the pain at last 
grew intolerable, for, under the arch of the vault, she 
was much in the position of a crouching Venus en- 
sconced by some amateur in too narrow a niche. The 
wall itself was built of granite, and fairly broad j it 
separated the staircase from the cellar whence the groans 
were issuing. She soon saw a stranger clad in goatskins 
come down the staircase beneath her, and turn under the 
archway, without the least sign about him to indicate an 
excited search In her eagerness to discover any chance 
of saving herself. Mile de Verneuil waited anxiously till 
’ the ^ellar was illuminated by the light which the stranger 
was carrying , then she beheld on the floor a shapeless but 
living mass, trying to drag itself towards a certain part of 
the wall by violent and repeated jerks, like the convulsive 
wnthings of a carp that has been drawn from the nver 
and laid on the bank 

A small resinous torch soon cast a bluish and uncertain 
light over the cellar. In spite of the romance with which 
Mile de Verneuil had invested the groined roof that rang 
with the sounds of agonised entreaties, she was compelled 
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to recognise the f.ict ih.il ^he sv,i> in .m undcrgrouiK] 
kitchen whicii h.ul been long unuietl, 'I’inis illuinui-Ucd, 
the shapeless mass took the (ofin of a short, stout per on 
whose every limb h.ul been carefully tied, but whoseenwd 
to have been left on the ilam|i f! igs of the puvcm'.nt 
without any other precaution on the p.art of thoic who 
had seized him. 

At sight of the stranger (who earned .i light to one 
hand .ind i ftggot m the other), the pri oner g.i.c i deep 
groin, whicli wrought so powerfully upon .Mlk. du 
Verneuirs feelings tint she forgot licr own terror uul 
despair, .ind tlie frightful rrtmp wliicli was hcmimoitr'' 
her doubled-up limbs, she could scarcely keep hers' tf 
still. 'I'he Chouan flung down his f.iggot upon the 
hearth, after .issuring himself of the solidity of .'ii old pvit- 
hook which hung down the w'holc length of a sheet of 
cast iron, and set the wood alight with hn torch Mile, 
de Verneuil then recognised, not without aiirm, the 
cunning IMIe-Miche, to whom her ris.il had asngne*d 
her. His form, lighted up by the fluncs, looked very 
like one of tlie tmv grotesipie figures that GcriiPiu 
carve in wood. A bro.id grin overspread hi> furrowed 
and sunburnt face at the w-aiU tint went up from his 
prisoner. 

‘ You see,’ lie remarked to the sufferer, ‘ th it Cbri-.tians 
such as we are do not go bick on our word-, as you do. 
'rius fire here will take some of the stifinc-vs out of \our 
legs, and out of your hands and tongue too. . . . I>ut 
hohl on • I do not sec adrippmg-pan to put under your 
feet, and they are so fit that they might put the fire out. 
Your house must be very b idly furnished when y ou cannot 
find everything m it to mike the mwter thoroughly 
comfortable w'hen he is winning hiiipelf’ 

At this the MCtiiu uttered i piercing sliriek, os if he 
hoped that his voice would rise above the arched roof, uid 
bring some one to his rescue. 

‘Sing aw.iy as much as you like, M. d'Orgemont f 
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They have all gone to bed upstairs, and Marche-a-Terre 
IS coming , he will shut the cellar door.’ 

As he spoke, Pille-Miche rapped the butt end of his 
carbine over the mantelpiece, the flags on the kitchen 
floor, the walls and t^e stoves, trying to discover the 
place where the miser had hidden his gold The search 
was so cleverly conducted that d’Orgemont did not utter 
a further sound. He seemed possessed by the fear that 
some frightened servant might have ' betrayed him ; for 
though he had trusted nobody, his habits might have 
given nse to very well-grounded suspicions. From time 
to time Pille-Miche turned sharply and looked at his 
victim, as in the children’s game, when they try to guess 
from the unconscious expression of one of their number 
the spot where he has hidden a given object as they 
move hither and thither in search of it. D’Orgemont 
showed some alarm for the Chouan’s benefit when he 
struck a hollow sound from the stoves, and seemed to 
have a mind to divert Pille-Miche’s credulous greed in 
this way for a time. 

Just then three other Chouans came running down 
the staircase, and suddenly entered the kitchen. Pille- 
Miche abandoned his search when he saw Marche-a- 
Terre, flinging a glance at d’Orgemont with all the 
ferocity that his disappointed avarice had aroused in him. 

‘ Mane Lambrequin has come to life again f ’ said 
Marche-a-Terre, with a preoccupation that showed how 
all other interests faded away before such a momentous 
piece of news. 

M am not surprised at that,’ answered Pille-Miche; 
‘he took the sacrament so often * He seemed to have 
le bon Dteu all to himself.’ 

‘ Aha • ’ remarked Mene-a-Bien. ‘ But it is of no more 
help to him now than shoes to a dead man. He did not 
receive absolution before that business at La Pelenne, and 
there he is I He misguided that girl of Gogelu’s, and 
was weighed down by a mortal sin. Besides that, the 
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Abbe Gudin told us that he would have to wait a couple 
of months before he could come back for good. We 
saw him go along m front, every man jack of us. He 
IS white, and col^ and he flits about , there is the scent 
of the grave about him.’ 

‘ And his reverence assured us that if the ghost could 
catch hold of anybody, he would make just such another 
of him,’ the fourth Chouan put in. 

The wry face of the last speaker aroused Marche-a- 
Terre from religious musings prompted by the newly- 
wrought miracle, which, according to the Abbe Gudin, 
might be renewed for every pious champion of religion 
and royalty. 

‘Now you see, Galope-Chopine,’ he said to the neo- 
phyte, wi^ a certam gravity, ‘ what comes of the slightest 
omission of the duties commanded by our holy religion. 
St Anne of Auray counselled us not to pass over the 
smallest faults among ourselves. Your cousm Pille-Miche 
has asked for the surveillance of Fougeres for you , the 
Gars has intrusted you with it, and you will be well paid. 
But you, perhaps, know the sort of flour we knead mto 
bread for traitors ? ’ 

‘Yes, M. Marche-a-Terre.’ 

‘ Do you know why I tell you that ? There are folk 
who hint that you have a hankering after cider and round 
pence, but there is to be no feathenng of your nest, 
you are to be our man now. 

‘With all due respect, M. Marche-a-Terre, cider and 
pence are two good things which do not anywise hinder 
salvation.’ 

‘ If my cousin makes any blunders,’ said Pille-Miche, 
‘ It will be for want of knowing better ’ 

‘No matter how it happens,’ cned Marche-a-Terre in 
a voice that shook the roof, ‘ if anything goes wrong, I 
shall not let him off. You shall answer for him,’ he 
added to Pille-Miche , ‘ if he gets himself into trouble, I 
will take It out of the lining of your goatskins.’ 
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‘ Then you have received nothing, Galope-Chopine ^ * 
asked the miser in despair. 

‘ Nothing v/hatever, M. d’Orgemont,’ replied the 
alarmed Galope-Chopine. 

The cries which had become a continuous kind of 
growl, like the death-rattle of a ‘’dying man, began afresh 
with extraordmary violence The Chouans were as 
much used to this kind of scene as to seeing dogs go 
about without shoes , and were looking on so coolly 
while d’Orgemont writhed and yelled, that they might 
have been travellers waiting round the fire m an inn- 
kitchen until the joint is sufficiently roasted to eat. 

‘ I am dying I I am dying I ’ cned the victim, ‘ and 
you wiU not have my money.’ 

Violent as his outcnes were, Pille-Miche noticed that 
the fire had not yet scorched him , it was stirred therefore 
in a very artistic fashion, so as to make the flames leap a 
little higher. At this, d’Orgemont said in dejected 
tones — 

‘Untie me, my friends . . . What do you want ? A 
hundred crowns ? A thousand <* Ten thousand ? A 
hundred thousand ? I offer you two hundred crowns.’ 

His tone was so piteous that Mile, de Verneuil forgot 
her own danger, and an exclamation broke from her. 

‘Who spoke ? ’asked Marche-a-Terre. 

The Chouans cast uneasy glances about them. The 
very men who were so courageous under a murderous 
fire from the cannon’s mouth dared not face a ghost. 
PiUe-jVIiche alone heard with undivided attention the 
confession which increasing torments wrung from his 
victim 

‘Five hundred crowns. . . . Yes, I will pay it I ’ said 
the miser. 

‘ Pshaw I Where are they ? ’ calmly responded Pille- 
Miche. 

‘ Eh ? Oh, they are under the first apple tree. . . . 
Holy Virgin I At the end of the garden, to the left. . . . 
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pressed a spring, the sheet of cast-iron rose, and before 
their foes came back into the cellar, the heavy door of 
their hiding-place had slipped noiselessly back again. 
Then the fair Parisian understood the carp-likc struggles 
which had been made by the luckless b inker, and to 
which she had been a witness 


‘You see, madame*’ cried iVIarche-a -Terre. ‘The 
ghost has taken the Blue for his comr.-’dc ’ 

Great must their abrm have been, for such a dead 
silence followed ins words that d’Orgemont and his com- 
panion could hear the Chouans muttering, ‘//t/i-, sar.cta 
Anna Auriaca gratia plaiOy Domtnm tccum^ and so forth 
‘The simpletons are saying their prayers! ’ etcbimed 
d’Orgemont. 

‘Are you not afraid,* said Mile, de Verneuil to her 
companion, ‘of making known our hiding-place?’ 

The old miser’s laugh dispelled the Parisian girl’s fears. 
‘TKe plate is set in a slab of granite ten inches thick. 
We can hear them, but they cannot hear us.’ He then 
gently took the hand of his liberatrcss, and led her 
towards a crevice through which the fre*sh bree*ze came 
in whiffs ; she guessed that this opening had been con- 
trived in the shaft of the chimney. 

‘Aha*’ d’Orgemont began again. ‘ThedcviU My 
legs smart a bit. That “Filly of Charette’s,” as they 
call her at Nantes, is not such a fool as to gainsay those 
faithful believers of hers She knows very well that if 
they were not so besotted, they would not right against 


their own interests There she is, praying along with 
them It must be a pretty sight to sec her saying 
Ave to St. Anne of Auray' She v.ould be W 
employed in plundering a coach so as to pay said 
those four thousand francs that she owes mey^ 
with the costs and the interest, it mounts uped Pille- 
four thousand seven hundred and forty-five fa 
some centimes over.’ ' tte. . . . 

Their prayer ended, the Chouans rose frV^ft, . . . 
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knees and went. Old d’Orgemont squeezed Mile, de 
Verneuil’s hand by way of apprising her that, neverthe- 
less, danger still existed 

‘No, madame,’ cried PiUe-Miche after a pause of a 
few minutes, ‘ you might stop here for ten years. They 
will not come back.’ • 

‘But she has not gone out, she must be here I ’ 
persisted ‘Charette’s Filly.’ 

‘No, no, madame, they have flown right through the 
walls. Did not the devil, once before, fly away from here 
with a priest who had taken the oath under our eyes ’ 

‘You are a miser as he is, Pille-Miche, and yet you 
cannot see that the old m'ggard might very probably 
spend some thousands of hvres in making a recess in the 
foundations of these vaults, with a secret entrance to it.’ 

The girl and the miser heard the guffaw that broke 
from PilTe-Miche. ‘ Very true • ’ he said. 

‘ Stop here,’ Mme. du Gua went on. ‘ Lie in wait for 
them as they come out. For one single shot, I will give 
you all that you will find m our usurer’s treasury. If 
you want me to pardon you for selhng that girl, after I 
had told you to kiU her, you must obey me.’ 

‘ Usurer said old d’Orgemont, ‘and yet I only 
charged her nine per cent, on the loan. I had a mort- 
gage, It IS true, as a security. But now you see how 
grateful she is f Come, madame , if God punishes us for 
doing ill, the devil is here to punish us for doing well j 
and man’s position between these two extremities, with- 
^ out any notion of what the future may be, always looks, 
“'g~my thinking, hke a sum in proportion, wherein the 
the *' of X IS undiscoverable.’ 

harlot^tched a hohow-sounding sigh which was peculiar 
Mmc./or his breath as it passed through his larynx 
He tookj) come in contact with and to strike two aged 
the chimed vocal chords. The sounds made by PiHe- 
passage b'd Mme. du Gua as they tried the walls, the 
which tQoof, and the pavement seemed to reassure 
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toincd glow m his dry eye-. , gcacrotis coiotioo 
aroused in him by the dangerous proxinntv' his nci^ 
hour, with tlic pinlc and white cheeJes tliat invited bire 
and the dark velvet-hke glances, so thu the hot blood 
surged to his heart in such a viy chit he lnrdly kne.v 
whether it betokened liTe or dtaifli 

‘Are you married ^ ’ he asked in a faltering some, 

‘ No,’ she answered, smiling. 

‘I have a little property,’ he -.aid, heaving hu pectiltir 
sigh, ‘ though I am not so rich as they all say I am. A 
young girl like you should be fond of diamonds, je vellery, 
carriages, and gold,’ he added, looking about him in 
dismayed fashion. ‘ I Iiave all these things to give vou 

at my de‘ath. . . . And if you liked ’ 

There was so mucii calculation in tlie old mm’s eve?, 
even while this fleetiim fancy possessed him, that v. iiile 
she shook her head. Mile, de Verneuil could not help 
thinking that the miser liid thought to marry her, simply 
that he might bury his secret in the heart of a second seif. 

‘Money,’ she said, with an ironical glance at d’Orge- 
mont that left him half pleiised, half ve\ed, ‘ mone) is 
nothing to me. If all the gold tliat 1 have refused were 
here, you would be* three times richer than )ou arc’ 

‘ Don’t go near the wall ’ 

‘And yet nothing was asked of me but one look,’ she 
went on with indescribable pride 

‘You were wrong. It weis a capital piece of business. 
Just think of It ’ 

‘Think that I hive just heard a voice sounding here,* 
broke in Mile, de Verneuil, ‘and that one single S) liable 
of It has more value for me than all your nehes.’ 

‘You do not know how much ’ 

Before the miser could prevent her. Mane moved with 
her finger a little coloured print, representing Louis xv. 
on horseback, and suddenly saw the Marquis beneath her, 
engaged m loading a blunderbuss. The opening con- 
cealed by the tiny panel, over udiich the print u'as pasted, 
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laijarently corresponded with some ornamental carving on 

ceiling of the next room, where the Royalist general 
nad no doubt been sleeping. D’Orgemont slid the old 
print back again with extreme heedfulness, and lookea 
sternly at the young girl. 

‘ Do not speak a word* if you value your life I It is no 
cockle-shell that you have grappled,’ he whispered in her ear, 
after a pause. ‘ Do you know that the Marqms of Mon- 
tauran draws a revenue of more than a hundred thousand 
livres from the rents of estates which have not yet been 
sold ? And the Consuls have just issued a decree putting a 
stop to the sequestrations. 1 saw it in the paper, in the 
Prtmtdt de VlUe-et-Vilatne. Aha • the Gars there is a 
prettier man now, is he not ? Your eyes are sparkling 
hke two new louis d’ors.’ 

Mile, de Verneuil’s glances had become exceedingly 
animated when she heard afresh the sounds of the voice 
that she knew so well. Since she had been standing 
there, buried as it were in a mine of wealth, her mind, 
which had been overwhelmed by these occurrences, 
regained its elasticity. She seemed to have made a sinister 
resolve, and to have some idea of the method of carrying 
It out. 

‘ There is no recovenng from such contempt as that,’ 
she said to herself, ^ and if he is to love me no more, I 
will kill him I No other woman shall have him I ’ 

‘ No, Abbe, no ( ’ cned the young chief, whose voice 
made itself heard , ‘it must be so.’ 

‘My lord Marquis,’ the Abbe Gudin remonstrated 
stiffly, ‘ you will scandalise all Brittany by giving this 
ball at Saint James. Our villages are not stirred up by 
dancers, but by preachers. Have some small arms, and 
not fiddles.’ 

‘ Abbe, you are clever enough to know that only in a 
general assembly of all our partisans can I see what I can 
undertake with them. A dinner seems to give a better 
opportunity of scrutinising their countenances, and of 


ifl'i Cho, 


~ thdz Entendons. d::in. oiij cqss.dEc espLon- 
ac^ li- rzcc'io'i^!: abhorrenr to in?. WcTnll moxe 

dtem cal d . glass :n cand.’’ 

ddasi? trsmoled wnon sh.? heard these words, for the 
idea, od going to tne- call, and or there avenging herselij 
cccurrec to her. 

Do joa taie me for an idiot, vdth your sermon against 
dancing ^ ' Moncaaran went on. W culi nor von /our- 
self ngare in a chaconne very vnillnglr to nnd yourself 
re-estaoHshed under von: new name of Fathers of the 
Fmth r Do you really nor know that Bretons get up 
from mass to ha^/e a dance: Do p'ou reallv not kno.v 
that Messieurs Hyde de Nem/ille and d’'And:gne oad a 
conference with the First Consul, me da’/'s ago, over the 
cnesrion cf restodng his majesty, Lons xvin. : If I am 
preparing ac this moment to venture so rash a stroke, it 
is only to make the weight of our iron-bound shoes felt 
in these deliberadcns. Do you not know that aU the 
chiefs in la V endee^ eve.n Fontaine himselrj are talking 
o: submission r Ah [ sir, the princes have clearly been 
misled as to the condidon of things in France. The 
devodon which peonle teK them abo^t is the de/odon 


cevonon wmcn people teii tnem aoo^t is me ce/onon 
of place-men. Aobe, if I hnve Doped my feet in blood, 
I wiE not wade waist-deep in it without knowing where- 


I wiE not wade waist-deep in it without knowing where- 
fore. Fly ce'iodon is for the Xing, and not for four 
crack-brained enthusiasts, for men ov enwhelmed with 
debt Eke Rifoel, for chc-u.~^s and ^ 

‘^Say it smdght out, sD, for abbes who collect imposts 
on the highways so as to carry on the war I ’ interrupted 
the Abbe Gucin. 

'Why should I not sav it:* the Flarquis answered 
tartly. I wiE say more — the heroic asie of La Vendee is 


* My lord Flarquis, we shall know hovy to work miracles 
without your aiM 

'Yes, Eke the mimde in. Marie Lambrequin’s case,’ 
the Flarquis answered, smiling, ' Come, now, .^riube, let 
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*^fhave done with it. I know that you yourself do not 
^)irmk from danger, and you bring down a Blue or say 
your oremus equally well. God helping me, I hope to 
make you take a part in the coronation of the King with 
1 mitre on your head.’ 

This last phrase certainly had a magical effect upon the 
Abbe, for there sounded the ring of a rifle, and he cried — 

* I have fifty cartridges in my pockets, my lord Marquis, 
and my life is at the King’s service.’ 

‘That IS another debtor of mine,’ the miser said to 
Mile, de Verneuil. ‘I am not speaking of a paltry five 
or six hundred crowns which he borrowed of me, but of 
a debt of blood, which I hope will be paid in full. The 
fiendish Jesuit will never have as much evil befall him as 
I wish him , he swore that my brother should die, and 
stirred up the district against him. And why ? Because 
the poor man had been afraid of the new laws I ’ 

He put his ear to a particular spot in his hiding-place. 
‘ All the brigands are making off ,’ he said. ‘ They are 
going to work some other miracle If only they do not 
attempt to set fire to the house, as they did last time, by 
way of a good-bye * ’ 

For another half-hour or thereabouts Mile, de Verneuil 
and d’Orgemont looked at each other, as each of them 
might have gazed at a picture. Then the gruff, coarse 
voice of Galope-Chopine called in a low tone, ‘ There 
is no more danger now, M. d’Orgemont. My thirty 
crowns have been well earned this time * ’ 

‘My child,’ said the miser, ‘swear to me that you will 
shut your eyes.’ 

Mile, de Verneuil laid one of her hands over her eyehds ; 
but for greater security, the old man blew out the lamp, 
took his liberatress by the hand, and assisted her to descend 
seven or eight steps in an awkward passage. After a few 
minutes, he gently drew down her hand, and she saw that 
she was in the miser’s own room, which the Marquis of 
Moutiuran had just vacated. 
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‘You can go nov/, my dear child,’ said the miser. 
‘ Do not look ab^out you in that way. You have no money, 
of course. See, here are ten crowns j clipped ones, but 
still they will pass. When you are out of the garden, 
you will find a footpath v/hich leads to the town, or the 
distnet, as they call it nowadays. But as the Chouans 
are at Fougeres, it is not to be supposed that you could 
return thither at once , so you may stand in need of a 
safe asylum. Do not forget v/hat I am going to tell you, 
and only take advantage of it in dire necessity. You 
will see a farmhouse beside the road v/hich runs 
through the dale of Gibarry to the Nid-aux-Crocs. Big 
Cibot (called Galope-Chopine) lives there. Go inside, 
and say to his v/ife, “ Good-day, Becaniere ! ” and Barbette 
will hide you. If Galope-Chopine should find you out, 
he v/iU take you fora ghost, if it is night; and if it is 
broad daylight, ten crowns wiU moUify him. Good-bye • 
Our accounts are squared. . . If you liked,’ he added, 

with a wave of the hand, that indicated the fields 
that lay round about his house, ‘all that should be 
yours • ’ 

Mile, de Verneuil gave a grateful glance at this strange 
being, and succeeded m wnnging a sigh from him, with 
several distinct tones in it. 

‘You will pay me back my ten crowns, of course; 
I say nothing about interest, as you note. You can pay 
them to the credit of my account, to Master Patrat, the 
notary in Fougeres, who, if you should wish it, would draw 
up our marnage contract. Fair treasure ! Good-bye.’ 

‘ Good-bye,’ said she, vath a smile, as she waved her 
hand to him. 

‘ If you require any money,’ he called to her, ‘ I v/ill 
lend It to you at five per cent.l Yes, only five. . . , 
Did I say five ? ’ But she had gone. 

‘She looks to me like a good sort of girl,’ d’Orgemont 
continued ; ‘ but for all that, I shall make a change in the 
secret contrivance in my chimney.’ 
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Then he took a loaf that weighed twelve pounds, and 
a ham, and returned to his hiding-place. 

As Mile, de Verneuil walked in the open country, she 
felt as though life had begun anew. The chilly morning 
air against her face reeved her, after so many hours 
during which she had encountered a close atmosphere. 
She tried to find the footpath that the miser had described, 
but after the setting of the moon, the darkness grew so 
dense, that she was compelled to go as chance determined. 
Very soon the dread of falling over a precipice took 
possession of her, and this saved her life, for she suddenly 
stopped with a presentiment that if she went a step 
further she should find no earth beneath her feet. A 
breath of yet colder wind which played in her hair, the 
murmur of streams, and her own instinct, told her that 
she had come to the brink of the crags of St. Sulpice 
She cast her arms about a tree, and waited in keen anxiety 
for the dawn, for she heard sounds of armed men, human 
voices, and the trampling of horses. She felt thankful to 
the darkness which was preserving her from the peril of 
falling into the hands of ^e Chouans, if, as the miser had 
told her, they were surrounding Fougeres. 

A faint purple light, like the beacon-fires hghted at 
night as the signal of Liberty, passed over the mountain 
tops , but the lower slopes retained their cold bluish tints 
in contrast with the dewy mists that drifted over the 
valleys. Very soon a disc of ruby red rose slowly on the 
horizon, the skies felt its influence, the ups and downs of 
the landscape, the spire of St. Leonard’s church, the crags 
and the meadows hidden in deep shadow gradually began 
to appear, the trees perched upon the heights stood out 
against the fires of dawn. With a sudden gracious 
start the sun unwound himself from the streamers of 
fiery red, of yellow and sapphire, that surrounded him. 
The brilliant light united one sloping hillside to another 
by Its level beams, and overflowed valley after valley. 
The shadows fled away, and all nature was over- 
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whelmed with daylight. air trembled with 

fresh brcc'/>e, the birds $-mg, and everything av/o'^c 
to life again. * 

But the young girl had barely had sufficient time to! 
look, down over the main featurtb of thi-> wonderful lind- 
scape, when by a frequently recurring phenomenon in 
these cool parts of the world the mists arose and spre^ad 
themselves in sheets, filling the valleys, and creeping up 
the slopes of the highest hills, concealing this fertile basin 
under a cloak like snow. Very soon Mile, de Verneuil 
could have believed that she beheld a viev/ of a m^r lU 
glace, such as the Alps furnish. Then this atmosphere 
of cloud surged like the waves of the sea, flinging up 
opaque billows which softly poised tliemselves, swayed or 
eddied violently, caught bright rosy hues from the shafc'^j 
of sunlight, or showed themselves translucent here* and 
there as a lake of liquid silver. Suddenly the north wind! 
blew upon this phantasmagoria, and dispelled the mists,' 
which left a rusty dew on the sward. 

Mile, dc Verneuil could then see a huge brown patch, 
situated on the rocks of Fougercs — seven or eight hundred 
armed Chouans were hurrying about in the suburb of 
St. Sulpice, like ants on an ant lull. The immediate 
neighbourhood of the castle was being furiously attacked 
by three thousand men who were stationed there, and 
who seemed to have sprung up by magic The sleeping 
town would have yielded, despite its venerable ramparts 
and hoary old towers, if Hulot had not been on the 
watch A concealed battery on a height, in the midst 
of the hollow basin formed by the ramparts, answered 
the Chouans’ first volley, taking them m flank upon 
the road that led to the castle. The grape-shot cleared 
the road and swept it clean. Then a company made 
a sortie from the St. Sulpice gate, took advantage ol 
the Chouans’ surprise, drew themselves up upon the road, 
and opened a deadly fire upon them. The Chouans 
did not attempt to resist when they saw the ramparts 
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covered with soldiers, as if the art of the engineer had 
suddenly traced blue lines about them, while the fire 
from the fortress covered that of the Republican sharp- 
shooters. 

Other Chouans, however, had made themselves masters 
of the little valley of the Nan^on, had climbed the rocky 
galleries, and reached the promenade, to which they 
mounted till it was covered with goatskins, which made 
It look like the time-embrowned thatch of a hovel. Loud 
reports were heard at that very moment from the quarter 
of the town that overlooks the Couesnon valley. Fougeres 
was clearly surrounded, and attacked at all points. A 
fire which showed itself on the eastern side of the rock 
showed that the Chouans were even burning the suburbs , 
but the flakes of fire that sprang up from the shingle roofs or 
the broom-thatch soon ceased, and a few columns of dark 
smoke showed that the conflagration was extinguished. 

Black and brown clouds once more hid the scene from 
Mile, de Verneuil, but the wind soon cleared away the 
smoke of the powder. The Republican commandant 
had already changed the direction of his guns, so that 
they could bear successively upon the length of the valley 
of the Nan^on, upon the Queen’s Staircase, and the rock 
Itself, when from the highest point of the promenade he 
had seen his first orders admirably carried out. Two guns 
by the guard-house of St. Leonard’s gate were mowing 
down the ant-like swarms of Chouans who had seized 
that position, while the National Guard of Fougeres, 
precipitating themselves into the square by the church, 
were completing the defeat of the enemy. The affair 
did not last half an hour, and did not cost the Blues a 
hundred men. The Chouans, discomfited and defeated, 
were drawing off already in all directions, in obedience to 
repeated orders from the Gars, whose bold stroke had 
come to nothing (though he did not know this) in con- 
sequence of the affair at the Vivetiere, which had brought 
back Hulot in secret, to Fougeres. The artillery had 
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well to know that the afFront that he had offered to hci 
was hke to be his ov/n death-warrant. But m spite of 
this misgiving, and without shov/ing cither melancholy 
or levity, he behaved like a man v/ho did not look for 
such a sudden catastrophe. It soon appeared to him that 
there was something ridiculous aftout fearing de-ath in the 
presence of a pretty woman, and iVlarie’s severe looks had 
put some ideas into his head. 

‘Eh I ' thought he. ‘ Wlio knows whether a Count’s 
coronet still to be had will not please her better than the 
coronet of a Marquis which has been lost ? Montauran 
IS as hard as a nail, while I ’ and he looked com- 

placently at himself. ‘ At any rate, if I save my life, that 
IS the least that may come of it.’ 

These diplomatic reflections were all to no purpose. 
The penchant which the Count intended to feign fur 
Mile, de Verneml became a violent fancy, which that 
dangerous being was pleased to encourage. 

‘ You are my prisoner, Count,’ she said, ‘and I have the 
right to dispose of you. Your e.xecution will only take 
place with my consent , and I have too much curiosity to 
allow you to be shot at once.’ 

‘ And suppose that 1 maintain an obstinate silence ? ’ he 
answered merrily. 

‘ With an honest woman perhaps you might, but with 
a hght one • Come now. Count, that is impoMible.’ 

These words, full of bitter irony, were hissed at him 
‘from so sharp a whistle’ (to quote Sully’s remark con- 
cerning the Duchess of Beaufort), that the astonished 
noble could find nothing better to do than to gaae .'t his 
cruel opponent. 

‘ Stay,’ she went on with a satirical smile, ‘not to gain- 
say you, I will be a “ good girl,” like one of those crexitures. 
Here is your gun, to begin with,’ and she held out his 
weapon to him with mock amiability. 

‘ On the faith of a gentleman, mademoiselle, you are 
doing * 
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* Ah ’ ’ she broke in, ‘ I have had enough of “ the faith 
of a gentleman I ” On that security I set foot in the 
Vivetiere. Your chief swore that I and mine should be 
in safety ’ 

‘ What infamy I ’ exclaimed Hulot with a scowl. 

‘ It is the Count here who is to blame,’ she said, address- 
ing Hulot, and indicating the noble. ‘ The Gars 
certainly intended to keep his word , but this gentleman 
put some slander or other in circulation, which confirmed 
the stories which it had pleased Charette’s Filly to imagine 
about me ’ 

‘ Mademoiselle,’ said the Count in dire distress, with 
the axe hanging over him, ‘I will swear that I said 

nothing but the truth ’ 

‘ And what did you say ^ ’ 

‘ That you had been the ’ 

‘Speak out I The mistress ? ’ 

‘ Of the Marquis of Lenoncourt, the present Duke, and 
a friend of mine,’ the Count made answer 

‘ Now, I might let you go to your death,’ said Mane, 
who was apparently unmoved by the Count’s circum- 
stantial accusation. The indifference, real or feigned, with 
which she regarded its opprobnum amazed the Count 
‘But,’ she continued, laughing, ‘you can dismiss for ever 
the ominous vision of those leaden pellets, for you have 
no more given offence to me than to that friend of yours 
to whom you are pleased to assign me as — fie on you ^ 
Listen to me, Count, did you never visit my father, the 

Due de Verneuil ? — Very well then ’ 

Considenng, doubtless, that the confidence which she 
was about to make was so important that Hulot must be 
excluded from it. Mile, de Verneuil beckoned the Count 
to her, and whispered a few words in his ear. A stifled 
exclamation of surprise broke from M. de Bauvan •, he 
looked at Marie in a bewildered fashion ; she was leaning 
quietly against the chimney piece, and the childish 
simplicity of her attitude suddenly brought back the whole 

Q 



The Chouaiis 


24.2 

of the memory which she had partially called up. The 
Count fell on one knee. 

‘Mademoiselle,’ he cried, ‘I entreat you to grant my 
pardon, although I may not deserve it.’ 

‘ I have nothing to forgive,’ ^he said. ‘You are as 
irrational now in your repentance as you were in your 
insolent conjectures at the Vivetiere. But these mys- 
teries are above your intelligence. Only,’ she added 
gravely, ‘ you must know this. Count, that the daughter of 
the Due de Verneuil has too much magnanimity not to 
feel a hvely interest m your fortunes ’ 

‘ Even after an insult ? ’ said the Count, with a sort of 
remorse. 

‘ Are there not some who dwell so high that they are 
above the reach of insult ? I am of their number. Count.’ 

The dignity and pnde in the girl’s beanng as she 
uttered these words impressed her pnsoner, and made 
this affair considerably more obscure for Hulot. The 
commandant’s hand travelled to his moustache, as though 
to turn It up at the ends, while he looked on uneasily. 
Mile, de V erneuil gave him a significant glance, as if to 
assure him that she was not deviating from her plan. 

‘ Now, let us have some talk,’ she went on, after a 
pause. ‘ Bnng us some lights, Francine, my girl.’ 

Skilfully she turned the conversation on the times, 
which, in the space of so few years, had come to be the 
ancien regime. She earned the Count back to those days 
so thoroughly, by the keenness of her obsen'ations and 
the vund pictures she called up , she gave him so many 
opportunities of displaying his wit, by conducting her own 
replies with dexterous and gracious tact, that Count 
ended by making the discovery that never before had he 
been so agreeable. He grew young again at the thought, 
and endeavoured to communicate his own good opmion 
of himself to this attractive young person. The mis- 
chievous girl amused herself by trying aU her arts of 
coquetry upon the Count, doing this all the more 
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dexterously, because, for her, it was only a game. Some- 
times she led him to believe that he was making rapid 
progress in her regard , sometimes she appeared to be 
taken aback by the warmth of her own feelings ; and 
displayed, m consequence, a reserve that fascinated the 
Count, and which visibly helped to fan his extem- 
jionscd flame. She behaved exactly like an angler who 
lifts his rod from time to time to see if the fish is nibbling 
at the bait. The poor Count allowed himself to be caught 
by the innocent way in which his deliverers received two 
or three rather neatly turned compliments Emigration, 
the Republic, and the Chouans were a thousand leagues 
away from his thoughts. 

Hulot sat bolt upright, motionless and pensive as the 
god Terminus. His want of (.ducation made him totally 
unapt at this kind of conversation. He had a strong 
suspicion that the two speakers must be a very witty 
pair , but the efforts of his own intellect were confined 
to ascertaining that their ambiguous words contained no 
plotting against the Republic. 

‘Montauran, mademoiselle,’ the Count was saying, ‘ is 
well born and well bred , he is a pretty fellow enough ; 
but he understands nothing of gallantry. He is too 
young to have seen Versailles. His education has been 
deficient , he does not play off one shrewd turn with 
another , he gives a stab with the knife instead. He can 
fall violently in love, but he will never attain to that fine 
flower of manner which distinguished Lauzun, Adhcmar, 
Coigny, and so many others. He has no idea of the 
agreeable art of saying to women those pretty nothings, 
which arc better suited to them, after all, than outbursts 
of passion, which they very soon find wearisome. Yes, 
although he may have made conquests, he has neither 
grace nor case of manner * 

‘ I saw that clearly,’ Mane replied 

‘Ah • ’ said the Count to himself, ‘there was a note in 
her voice and a look that shows that it will not be 
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dexterously, because, for her, it was only a game. Some- 
times she led him to believe that he was making rapid 
progress in her regard , sometimes she appeared to be 
taken aback by the warmth of her own feelings , and 
displayed, in consequence, a reserve that fascinated the 
Count, and which visibly helped to fan his extem- 
porised flame. She behaved exactly hke an angler who 
lifts his rod from time to time to' see if the fish is nibbling 
at the bait. The poor Count allowed himself to be caught 
by the innocent way in which his dehverers received two 
or three rather neatly turned compliments. Emigration, 
the Repubhc, and the Chouans were a thousand leagues 
away from his thoughts. 

Hulot sat bolt upright, motionless and pensive as the 
god Terminus. His want of education made him totally 
unapt at this kind of conversation. He had a strong 
suspicion that the two speakers must be a very witty 
pair } but the efforts of his own intellect were confined 
to ascertaining that their ambiguous words contained no 
plotting against the Repubhc. 

‘ Montauran, mademoiselle,’ the Count was saying, ‘ is 
well born and well bred , he is a pretty fellow enough ; 
but he understands nothing of gallantry. He is too 
young to have seen Versailles. His education has been 
deficient } he does not play off one shrewd turn with 
another ; he gives a stab with the knife instead. He can 
fall violently m love, but he will never attain to that fine 
flower of manner which distinguished Lauzun, Adhemar, 
Coigny, and so many others. He has no idea of the 
agreeable art of saying to women those pretty nothings, 
which are better suited to them, after all, than outbursts 
of passion, which they very soon find wearisome. Yes, 
although he may have made conquests, he has neither 
grace nor ease of manner.’ 

‘ I saw that clearly,’ Mane replied. 

‘ Ah ' ’ said the Count to himself, ‘ there was a note in 
her voice and a look that shows that it will not be 
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lon^ before i am on tre best of terms 's-iih rer; and 
faith ’ I v.'ii. otlieve anytnjng she v/hnts to oeliesej 
in order to be hers/ 

Dinner .'.as ser.edj he oire.’-ed his arm. .Mlie. ce 
Vcrneml csd her par: as host^ svitn a politeness ar.c 
tact which could only ha. e been acquired by an tines.- 
lion recer.ed in the exclustse life of a court. 

‘Lease us,’ she said to Hu'ot, as they left the mbie, 
‘ne is afraid of }oa ; wh/t, if I am left alone v.drh hirn, 
i shall '.try soon Jearn ever; ih'ng that I wish to know 5 
re has reached the point v/ben a man tells me ever, thing' 
that he thinlts, and sees things only through my e;. ts/ 

‘ And after that ; ’ asked the commandant, v/ho seemed 
thus to reassert his claim to the pnsoner. 

‘ Oh 5 he vr.il go free,’ she sa d, ‘ free as the sir* 

‘ But he was taken v.nth arms in his hands ’ 

‘ No, he was no:,’ said she, ‘ for I had disarmed him,’ 
a jesting sophistr.’ such as women lose to oppose to 
sound but arbitrary reasoning. 

‘Count,’ she said, as she came in again, ‘Iha-ejust 
obtained 3'our freedom; bur -•'’othing for nothing 1’ she 
v'ent on, smiling, and turning her heaa questioningly to 
one side. 

‘ Ask e.eryihing of me that }oa v.nil, f.en xnj name 
and mv honour !’ re cried, in his intoxication, ‘I lay it 
all at your feet.’ And he came .near to seme her hand. In 
h’s endea ou*" to impose his desires upon her as gratitude, 
but hll.e, it Verneuil was nor a girl to make a mistake 
of tnis kmd. So, while she smiled upon this new lo.er, 
so as to gi.e him hope — 

‘ Will 30U make me rfptnt of mj conndence in your’ 
she said, crawing back a step or two, 

‘ A girl’s imagination runs faster thrm a v.'o.man’s,’ he 
ansr.vered, laughing. 

‘ A girl has more to lose than a woman.’ 

‘True, If one carries a treasure, one must needs be 
suspicious/ 



A Day without a Morrow 245 

‘Let us leave this kind of talk,’ she answered, ‘and 
speak seriously You are giving a ball at Saint James 
I have heard that you have established your magazines 
there, and your arsenals, and made it the seat of your 
government. When is the ball ? ’ 

‘To-morrow night.’ • 

‘It will not astonish you, sir, that a slandered woman 
should wish, with feminine persistency, to obtain a signal 
reparation for the insults to which she has been subjected, 
and this m the presence of those who witnessed them. 
So I will go to your ball. What I ask of you is to grant 
me your protection from the moment of my arrival to 
the moment of my departure. I do not want your word 
for It,’ she said, seeing that he laid his hand on his heart. 
‘ I hold vows in abhorrence ; they seem to me too like 
precautions. Simply tell me that you undertake to secure 
me against any infamous and criminal attempts upon my 
person. Promise to repair your own error by giving out 
everywhere that I am really the daughter of the Due de 
Verneuilj keeping silence, at the same time, about the 
misfortunes which I owe to the lack of a father’s protecting 
care , and then we shall be quits. Eh f Can a couple 
of hours’ protection extended to a woman m a ballroom 
be too heavy a ransom Come, come, you are not worth 
a penny more than that,’ and a smile deprived her words 
of any bitterness. 

‘ What will you demand for my gun ? ’ laughed the 
Count. 

‘ Oh I more than I do for you yourself.’ 

‘What IS It ?’ 

‘Secrecy. Believe me, Bauvan, only a woman can 
read another woman. I am positive that if you breathe 
a word of this, I may lose my life on the way thither. 
One or two balls yesterday warned me of the risks whicli 
I must encounter on the journey. Oh * that lady is as 
expert with a rifle as she is dexterous in assisting at the 
toilet. No waiting-woman ever undressed me so quickly. 
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once possessed by passion, their frames might be made 
of iron. Even a bold man would have hesitated over 
such an enterprise , but scarcely had MUe. de V erneuil 
begun to feel the attractions of the prospect, when its 
dangers became so many temptations for her. 

‘You are setting outVithout a prayer for God’s pro- 
tection,’ said Francine, who had turned to look at St. 
Leonard’s spire. 

The devout Breton girl stopped, clasped her hands, and 
said her Ave to St. Anne of Auray, beseeching her to 
prosper their journey, while her mistress stood waiting, 
deep m thought, gazing alternately at the childlike 
attitude of her maid, who was praying fervently, and 
at the effects of the misty moonlight, as it fell over the 
carved stone-work about the church, giving to the granite 
the look of delicate filagree. 

In no long time the two women reached Galope- 
Chopine’s cottage. Light as were the sounds of their foot- 
steps, they aroused one of the huge dogs that, in Brittany, 
are intrusted with the safe keeping of the door, a simple 
wooden latch being the only fastening in vogue. The 
dog made a rush at the two strangers, and his bark 
became so furious that they were compelled to retreat 
a few paces and to call for help. Nothing stirred, how- 
ever. JVIlle. de Verneuil gave the cry of the screech-owl, 
and then the rusty hinges of the cabin-door creaked 
, loudly all at once, and Galope-Chopine, who had risen in 
haste, showed his gloomy countenance. 

Mane held out Montauran’s glove for the inspection of 
the warden of Fougeres. 

‘ I must go to Saint James at once,’ she said. ‘The 
Comte de Bauvan told me that I should find a guide and 
protector in you. So find two donkeys for us to ride, 
my worthy Galope-Chopine, and prepare to come with 
us yourself. Time is valuable; for if we do not reach 
Sunt James before to-morrow evening, we shall neither 
see the Gars nor the ball.’ 
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Galope-Chopine, utterly amazed, took the glove and 
turned it over and over. Then he lighted a candle made 
of resm, about the thickness of the little finger, and the 
colour of gingerbread. This commodity had been im- 
ported from the north of Europe, and, like everything 
else m this strange land of Bnmny, plainly showed the 
prevailing ignorance of the most elementary pnnciples of 
commerce When Galope-Chopine had seen the green 
ribbon, taken a look at Mile, de Verneuil, scratched his 
ear, and emptied a pitcher of cider, after offering a glass 
to the fair lady, he left her seated upon the bench of 
polished chestnut wood before the table, and went m 
search of two donkeys. 

The violet rays of the outlandish candle were hardly 
strong enough to outshine the fitful moonlight, that gave 
vague outlines in dots of light to the dark hues of the 
furniture, and to the floor of the smoke-begnmed hut. 
The little urchin had raised his pretty, wondering face j 
and up above his fair curls appeared the heads of two 
cows, their pink noses and great eyes shone through the 
holes in the wall of the byre The big dog, whose head 
was by no means the least intelligent one in this family, 
seemed to contemplate the two strangers with a curiosity 
quite as great as that displayed by the child. A painter 
would have dwelt admiringly on the effect of this night- 
piece, but Mane was not very eager to enter into 
conversation with the spectre-like Barbette, who was 
now sitting up in bed, and bad begun to open her 
eyes very wide with recognition. Mane went out to 
avoid the pestiferous atmosphere of the hovel, and to 
escape the questions which the ‘Becaniere’ was about 
to ask. 

She tripped lightly up the flight of stairs cut in the 
rock which overhung Galope-Chopine’s cottage, and 
thence admired the endless detail of the landscape before 
her, which underwent a change at every step, whether 
backwards or forwards, towards the crests of the hills or 
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down to the depths of the valleys. Moonlight was spreading 
like a luminous mist for and wide over the valley of the 
Couesnon. A woman who carried a burden of slighted 
love in her heart could not but experience the feeling of 
melancholy that this soft light produces in the soul — a 
light that lent fantastic •outlines to the mountain forms, 
and traced out the lines of the streams in strange pale 
tints. 

The silence was broken just then by the bray of the 
asses. Mane hurried down to the Chouan’s cabin, and 
they set out at once. Galope-Chopine, armed with a 
double-barrelled fowling-piece, wore a shaggy goatskin 
which gave him the appearance of a Robinson Crusoe. 
His wrinkled and blotched countenance was barely 
visible beneath his huge hat, an article of dress to which 
the peasants still cling, in pride at having obtained, 
after all their long ages of serfdom, a decoration sacred to 
the heads of their lords in times of yore There was 
something patriarchal about the costume, attitude, and 
form of their guide and protector , the whole nocturnal 
procession resembled the picture of ‘The Flight into 
Egypt’ which we owe to the sombre brush of Rem- 
brandt Galope-Chopme industriously avoided the high- 
way, and led the two women through the vast labyrinth 
made by cross-country roads m Brittany. 

By this time Mile de Verneuil understood the tactics 
of the Chouans in war. As she herself went over these 
tracks, she could form a more accurate notion of the 
nature of the country which had appeared so enchanting 
to her when she viewed it from the heights, a country 
presenting dangers and well-nigh hopeless difficulties, 
which must be experienced before any idea can be formed 
concerning them. The peasants, from time immemorial, 
have raised a bank of earth about each field, forming a 
flat-topped ridge, six feet in height, with beeches, oaks, 
and chestnut trees growing upon the summit The ridge 
or mound, planted in this wise, is called ‘a hedge’ (the 
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earth of the bank Often, again, it looks like a square 
gate, built up of many branches, set at intervals, as if the 
rungs of a ladder had been arranged crosswise. This 
kind of gate turns about hke an echalier^ and the other 
end moves upon a little revolving disc. ^ 

These ‘hedges’ ancf echalters make the land look like 
a vast chessboard. Every field is a separate and distinct 
enclosure like a fortress, and each, hke a fortress, is pro- 
tected by a rampart. The gateways are readily defended, 
and, when stormed, afford a conquest fraught with many 
perils. The Breton has a fancy that fallow land is made 
fertile by growing huge bushes of broom upon it , so he 
encourages this shrub, which thrives upon the treatment 
It receives to such an extent that it soon reaches the 
height of a man. This superstition is not unworthy of 
a population capable of depositing their heaps of manure 
on the highest pomts of their fold yards j and in conse- 
quence, one-fourth of the whole area of the land is covered 
with thickets of broom, affording hiding-places without 
number for ambuscades. Scarcely a field is without its 
one or two old cider-apple trees, whose low overhanging 
branches are fatal to the vegetation beneath. Imagine, 
therefore, how little of the field itself is left, when every 
hedge is planted with huge trees, whose greedy roots 
spread out over one-fourth of the space , and you will 
have some idea of the system of cultivation and general 
appearance of the country through which Mile, de 
Verneuil was travelling. 

It IS not clear whether a desire to avoid disputes about 
landmarks, or the convenient and easy custom of shutting 
up cattle on the land with no one to look after them, 
brought about the construction of these redoubtable 
barriers — permanent obstacles which make the country 
impenetrable, and render a war with large bodies of 
troops quite impossible. When the nature of the land 
has been reviewed, step by step, the hopelessness of a 
struggle between regular and irregular troops is abun- 
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dandy evident ; for five hundred men can hold the 
country in the teeth of the troops of a kingdom. This 
was the whole secret of Chouan warfare. 

Mile, de Verneuil now understood how pressing was 
the necessity that the Republic should stamp out rebellion 
rather by means of police and diplomacy than by futile 
efforts on the part of the military. As a matter of fact, 
what was it possible to effect against a people clever 
enough to despise the possession of their towns, while 
they secured the length and breadth of their land by such 
indestructible earthworks ? And how do otherwise than 
negotiate, when the whole blind force of the peasants 
was concentrated in a wary and audacious chief? She 
admired the genius of the minister who had discovered 
the clue to a peace in the depths of his cabinet. She 
thought she had gained an insight into the nature of the 
considerations which sway men who have ability enough 
to see the condition of an empire at a glance. Their 
actions, which m the eyes of the crowd seem to be 
criminal, are but the partial manifestations of a single 
vast conception. There is about such awe-inspinng 
minds as these an unknown power which seems to belong 
half to chance and half to fate , a mystenous prophetic 
instinct within them beckons them, and they nse up 
suddenly , the common herd misses them for a moment 
from among its numbers, raises its eyes, and beholds them 
soaring on high These thoughts seemed to justify, nay, 
to exalt Mile, de V erneuil’s longings for revenge j her 
hopes and the thoughts that wrought within her lent to 
her sufficient strength to endure the unwonted fatigues of 
her journey. At the boundary of every freehold Galope- 
Chopine was compelled to assist the two women to dis- 
mount, and to help them to scramble over the awkward 
interval, and when the rotes came to an end they were 
obliged to mount again and venture into the miry lanes 
which the approach of winter had already affected The 
huge trees, the hoUow ways, and the barriers in these low- 
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lying meadows, all combined to shut in a damp atmosphere 
that surrounded the three travellers hke an icy pall. After 
much painful fatigue they reached the woods of Marignay 
at sunrise Their way became easier along a broad forest 
ride. The thick vaul^ of branches overhead protected 
them from the weather, and they encountered no more 
of the difficulties which had hitherto Impeded them. 

They had scarcely gone a league through the forest, 
when they heard a confused far-off murmur of voices and 
the silvery sounds of a bell, ringing less monotonously 
than those which are shaken by the movements of cattle. 
Galope-Chopine hearkened to the soft sounds with keen 
attention. Very soon a gust of the breeze bore the 
words of a psalm to his ear. This seemed to produce a 
great effect upon him j he led the weary donkeys aside 
into a track which took the travellers away from the 
direct road to Samt James, turning a deaf ear to the 
remonstrances of MUe. de Vemeuil, whose uneasiness 
was increased by the gloomy condition of the place. 
Enormous blocks of granite, with the strangest outlines, 
lay to nght and left of them, piled one above another. 
Huge serpent-hke roots wandered over these rocks, 
seeking moisture and nounshment afar for some few 
venerable beeches. Both sides of the road looked like the 
huge caves which are famous for their stalactites. Ravines 
and cavern-mouths were hidden by festoons of ivy ; the 
sombre green of the holly thickets mmgled with the 
brackens and with green or greyish patches of moss. The 
travellers had not taken many steps along this narrow 
track when a most amazing scene suddenly spread itself 
before Mile, de Verneuil’s eyes, and explamed Galope- 
Chopine’s pertinacity. 

A kind of cove rose before them, bmlt up of huge 
masses of granite, forming a semi-circular amphitheatre. 
Tail dark firs and golden brown chestnut trees grew on 
Its irregular tiers, which rose one above another, as in a 
great circus. The winter sim seemed not so much to 
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throw Its light as to pour a flood of pale colours over 
everything, and autumn had spread a warm brown 
carpet of dry leaves everywhere. In the very centre of 
this hall, which seemed to have had the Deluge for its 
architect, rose three giant Druidical stones, a great altar 
above which the banner of the^ church was set. Some 
hundred men, in fervent prayer, knelt, bareheaded, in 
this enclosure, where a priest, assisted by two other 
ecclesiastics, was saying mass. The poverty of the 
sacerdotal garb, the weak voice of the priest, which echoed 
like a murmur m space, the crowd of men filled with 
conviction, united by one common feeling, bending before 
the undecorated altar and the bare crucifix, the sylvan 
austerity of the temple, the hour and the place, lent this 
scene an appearance of simplicity which must have 
characterised early Christian gatherings. 

JVIlle. de Verneuil stood still in adminng awe. She 
had never before seen or imagined anything like this 
mass said in the heart of the forest, this worship which 
persecution had driven back to its pnmitive conditions, 
this poetry of the days of yore brought into sharp contrast 
with the strange and wild aspects of nature, these kneeling 
Chouans, armed or unarmed, at once men and children — 
at once cruel and devout. She recollected how often 
she had marvelled, in her childhood, at the pomps which 
this very Church of Rome has made so grateful to every 
sense ; but she had never been brought thus face to face 
with the thought of God alone — His cross above the altar, 
His altar set^n the bare earth , among the autumn 
woods that seemed to sustain the dome of the sky above, 
as the garlands of carved stone crown the archways of 
gothic cathedrals , while for the myriad colours of 
stained-glass windows, a few faint red gleams of sunlight 
and Its duller reflections scarcely lighted up the altar, the 
priest, and his assistants. 

The men before her were a fact, and not a system , 
this was a prayer, and not a theology. But the human 
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passions which, thus restrained for a moment, had left the 
harmony of this picture undisturbed, soon reasserted 
themselves, and brought a powerful animation into the 
mysterious scene. 

The gospel came to an end as Mile, de Verneuil came 
up She recognised, not without alarm, the Abbe Gudin 
in the officiating priest, and hastily screened herself from 
his observation behind a great fragment of granite, which 
made a hiding-place for her. She also drew Francine 
quickly behind it, but m vain did she endeavour to tear 
Galope-Chopme away from the post which he had chosen 
with a view to sharing in the benefits of the ceremony. 
She hoped to effect an escape from the danger that 
threatened her when she saw that the nature of the 
ground would permit her to withdraw before all the rest 
of the congregation. 

Through a large cleft in the rock she saw the Abbe 
Gudin take his stand upon a block of granite which 
served him for a pulpit, where he began his sermon with 
these words: ‘/n nomine Patrts^ et Fillip et Sptntus sanett ’ 

The whole congregation devoutly made the sign of 
the Cross as he spoke. 

‘ My (jear brethren,’ the Abbe then began, in a loud 
voice, ‘first of all let us pray for the dead for Jean 
Cochegrue, Nicolas Laferte, Joseph Brouet, Francois 
Parquoi, Sulpice Coupiau, all of this parish, who died of 
the wounds which they received in the fight at La 
Pelerine and in the siege of Fougeres, . . . De profundts^ 
and the psalm was recited, as their custom was, by the 
pnests and congregation, who repeated alternate verses 
with an enthusiasm that augured well for the success of 
the sermon. When the psalm for the dead was over, the 
Abbe Gudin went on again in tones that grew more and 
more vehement , for the old Jesuit was well aware that 
an emphatic style of address was the most convincing 
form of argument by which to persuade his uncivilised 
audience. 


R 



The Chouans 


258 

‘ These defenders of God, Christian brethren, have set 
example of your duty before you,’ said he. ‘ Are you not 
ashamed of what they may be saying of you in Paradise? 
Were it not for those blessed souls, who must have been 
welcomed there by the saints with open arms, our Lord 
might well believe that your parfsh is the abode of heathen 
Mahometans ' Do you know, my gars, what is said 
about you in Brittany, and what the King is told of you ? 
. . . You do not know, is not that so ? I will tell you. 
They say . What is this i" Altars have been overthrown 
by the Blues , they have slain the rectors, they have 
murdered the King and Queen, they intend to take the 
men of every parish in Brittany, to make them Blues like 
themselves, and to send them away from their parishes to 
fight in far-off countries where they run the risk of dying 
unshriven, and, therefore, of spending eternity in hell. 
And are the gars of Marignay, whose church has been 
burned down, waiting with their arms hangmg by their 
sides ^ Oho f This accursed Republic has sold the 
goods of God and of the seigneurs by auction, and divided 
the price among the Blues , and in order to batten itself 
on money as it has battened on blood, the Republic has 
issued a decree which demands three livres out of every 
crown of six francs, just as it demands three men out of 
every six , and the men of Mangnay have not taken up 
their weapons to drive the Blues out of Brittany ? Aha I 
Paradise will be shut against them, and they will never 
save their souls I ” This is what people are saying about 
you. It is your own salvation, Christians, that is at stake I 
You will save your souls in the struggle for your faith 
and your king. St. Anne of Auray appeared to me 
herself yesterday at half-past two She told me then just 
what I am telling you now “ Thou art a pnest from 
Mangnay ? ” — “ Y es, madame, at your service ” — “ V ery 
good, I am St. Anne of Auray, aunt of God, as we reckon 
m Brittany. I dwell at Auray, and I am come hither also, 
to bid thee tell the gars of Mangnay that there is no hope 
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already? Give up everything to wage this sacred war* 
You shall be as the Maccabees, you will be pardoned at 
the last. You will find, in your midst, your rectors and 
your cures, and the victory will be yours * Christians, 
give heed to this * ’ said he as he drew to an end. ‘ To-day 
IS the only day on which we have the power of blessing 
your guns. Those who do not take advantage of this 
favour will never find the Blessed One of Auray so 
merciful at another time, and she will not hear them 
again, as she did in the last war.’ 

This sermon, supported by the thunders of a powerful 
voice and by manifold gesticulations, which bathed the 
orator in perspiration, produced but little apparent alFect. 
The peasants stood motionless as statues, vnth their 
eyes fixed on the speaker; but Mile de Verneuil soon 
saw clearly that this universal attitude was the result of 
a spell which the Abbe exerted over the crowd. Like all 
great actors, he had swayed his audience as one man, by 
appealing to their passions and to their interests. Was 
he not absolving them beforehand for any excesses that 
they might commit ^ Had he not severed the few bonds 
that restrained these rough natures, and that kept them 
obedient to the precepts of religion and of social order r 
He had prostituted the pnestly office to the uses of poli- 
tical intrigue, but in those revolutionar)' times, every one 
used such weapons as he possessed in the interests of his 
party, and the peace-bringing cross of Christ became an 
instrument' of war, as did the ploughshare that produces 
man’s daily bread. 

Mile de Verneuil saw no one who could undersand 
her thoughts, so she turned to look at Francme, and was 
not a litde amazed to find that her maid was shanng in 
the general enthusiasm. She was devoutly telhng her 
beads on Galope-Chopine’s rosary ; he, no doubt, had 
made it over to her during the course of the sermon. 

' F rancine,’ she murmured, ‘ are you also afraid of being 
a “ heathen Mahometan ” ? * 
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* Oh • mademoiselle/ answered the Breton girl, * only 
look at Pierre’s mother over yonder, she is walking ’ 

There was such deep conviction in Francine’s attitude, 
that Mane understood the secret spell of the sermon, the 
influence exercised by tlj^e clergy in the country, and the 
tremendous power of the scene which was just about to 
begin. Those peasants who stood nearest went up, one 
by one, kneeling as they offered their guns to the 
preacher, who laid them down upon the altar. Galope- 
Chopine lost no time in presenting himself with his old 
duck gun. 

Tlie three priests chanted the hymn Vent Creator^ 
while the officiating priest enveloped the instruments of 
death in a thick cloud of bluish smoke, describing a 
pattern of intertwining lines. When the light wind had 
borne away the fumes of incense, the guns were given 
out again in order. Each man knelt to receive hia 
weapon from the hands of the priests, who recited a 
prayer in Latin they returned it to him. When every 
armed man had returned to his place, the intense enthu- 
siasm (hitherto mute) which possessed the congregation 
broke out in a tremendous yet touching manner — 

‘ Dotntne^ salvum fac regem ^ 

This was the prayer that the preacher thundered forth 
in an echoing voice, and which was sung twice through 
with vehement excitement. There was something wild 
and warlike about the sounds of their voices The two 
notes of the word regem^ which the peasants readily 
comprehended, were taken with such passionate force that 
Mile, de Verneuil could not prevent her thoughts from 
straying with emotion to the exiled family of Bourbons. 
These recollections awoke others of her own past life. 
Her memory brought back festive scenes at the court 
where she herself had shone conspicuous, a court now 
scattered abroad. The form of the Marquis glided into 
her musings. She forgot the picture before her eyes j 
and with the sudden transition of thought natural to 
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wretched little room. Win 11 she h.id ( ilccii po .c^aon of 
H, ind (/alopc-Cho[iiMC h »d -Mven over the hot th.it earned 
her tnistrcs.’s uotitmc into hr uicuic's Jcccpiii", he stood 
waitiiiii; .iiul heiUatin'4 m i nuiiuer that cannot tie 
descrihed. At any other time Mile, de Vcrneml would 
hive hccii diverted by the ipeetaClc of the lireton pea a'lt 
out of hi. own piii-'h ; but nov/ she broke the tliarni by 
druving Irom her pur^e* lour cro.vns of su Ir.inc:. caeii, 
which she h.inded over to him. 

‘ T.iLc them'’ ud site to ( J iio[:c-Chopme , ‘ md it 
you wish to obh'je me, von will return at oiiec to 
I'ouyercs without t.istm;^ eider, or jiisstn^ throu gh tiie* 
e.imp.’ 

'1 he Choum, in ima/ement at sucii op-ii-h mdedties.-., 
wab lookintt altern itcly at iVllle. de Verneuil and tc the 
lour crowns which he hid received, but she disinibacd him 
with 1 wive ot the hand, and he v mibhed. 

‘How cm you send him aw 4, m ideinoiselle ^ ’ asked 
Franeme. ‘Did you not sec how the to.vn is sur- 
rounded ^ How .ire we to leave it, and who will protect 
you here ^ ’ 

‘ H ivc vou not I protector of your o.vn ’ ’ s-iid .Mile, 
de Verneuil, with a low mockinij whistle after the manner 
ol .M irche-a-Tcrrc, whose w ivs she tried to mimic. 

i'rancine blushed md smiled s,idly at her mistress’s 
high spirits. 

‘ Bur where is y iter protector ' ' she s-ud. 

Mile de Verneuil rapidly drew out her dagger and 
showed It to the IrighteneJ Breton maid, who sank 
down into a chair and elasped her hands 

‘Whit hue )ou come to luu’: for here, Mine?’ slie- 
exchuned , there was a note of entreatv m her voice 
which called for no response Mile, de Verneuil was 
absorbed in bending md twisting the sprays of holly 
which she had gathered , she said — 

‘ I am not sure that the holly will look very pretty 
iiF my hair. Only a f ice as r.uli mt is mine eoulJ 
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bear such a sombre adornment. What do you think, 
Francine ^ ’ 

Such remarks as this, made many times m the course of 
her toilette, showed that her mind was absolutely free 
from preoccupation. Any one who had overheard this 
strange girl would hardly have believed in the gravity of 
the crisis in which she was risking her life. 

A somewhat short gown of Indian muslin revealed the 
delicate outlines of her figure, to which it clung like 
damp linen. Over this she wore a red overskirt, with 
innumerable drooping folds, that fell gradually lower and 
lower towards one side, thus preserving the graceful out- 
lines of the Greek chiton. The sensuous beauty of this 
garb of a pagan priestess made the costume, a costume 
which the fashion of those days permitted women to 
wear, less indelicate , and, as a further palliation. Mane 
wound gau^e about her white shoulders which the low 
lines of the tunic had left too bare. She knotted up the 
long locks of her hair at the back of her head in the 
irregular flattened cone that, by apparently adding length 
to the head, lends such charm to the faces of classical 
statues j reserving for her forehead a few long curls that 
fell on either side of her face in shining coils. Thus 
robed, and with her hair arranged thus, her resemblance 
to the greatest masterpieces of the Greek chisel was 
complete. She saw how every detail in the disposition 
of her hair set off the loveliness of her face, with a smile 
that denoted her approval , then she crowned herself with 
the wreath of holly which she had twisted. The red 
colour of her tunic was repeated in her hair with the 
happiest effect by the thick clusters of scarlet bernes. 
As she twisted back a few of the leaves so as to secure 
a fanciful contrast between their upper and under 
sides, Mile, de Verneuil flung a glance over herself 
in the mirror, criticising the general effect of her 
toilette. 

‘I am hideous to-night,’ she exclaimed, as though she 
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that devil of a Rifoel who is the cause of the trouble, I 
think. There is always some piece of foolery at the 
bottom of these disputes. They say that Mme. du Gua 
upbraided him for coming to the ball in an unsuitable 
dress.’ , 

‘ The woman must be crazy,’ exclaimed the Marquis, 

‘ to expect ’ 

‘The Chevalier du Vissard,’ the Abbe went on,' 
interrupting him, ‘retorted that if you had given him 
t^e money, promised to him m the King’s name * 

‘ Enough, enough, Abbe ^ Now I understand every- 
thing. The scene had been got up beforehand, had it 
not ? And you are their spokesman ’ 

‘ /, my lord Marquis ? ’ the Abbe broke in with yet 
another interruption, ‘I will support you vigorously. 

I hope that you will believe, in fairness to me, that the 
prospect of the re-establishment of the altar throughout 
France, and of the restoration of the King to the throne 
of his forefathers, holds out far greater inducements 
to my humble efforts than that Archbishopric of Rennes 
which you ’ 

The Abbe dared not go any further, for at these words 
a bitter smile stole over the lips of the Marquis. But 
the young chief at once suppressed the gloomy reflections 
that occurred to him. With austere brows he followed 
the Abbe Gudin into a large room that echoed with 
vehement clamour. 

‘ I own the authority of no one present,’ Rifoel was 
crying out. He flung fiery glances on those about him, 
and his hand was finding the way to the hilt of his 
sabre. 

‘ Do you own the authority of common sense?’ asked 
the Marquis, coolly The young Chevalier du Vissard, 
better known by his patronymic of Rifoel, kept silence in 
the presence of the general of the Catholic armies. 

‘ What IS the matter now, gentlemen ? ’ the young 
chief demanded, as he scanned the faces about him. 
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of whom he had caught sight, but the bold smuggler 
intercepted him deferentially and respectfully. 

‘No I nd ’ my lord Marquis, excuse me, but in 1793 
the Jacobins taught us too thoroughly that it is not the 
reaper who gets the bannock. If you put your name to 
this scrap of paper, I will bring you fifteen hundred gars 
to-morrow j otherwise, I shdl treat with the Drst 
Consul.’ 

The Marquis looked haughtily around, and saw that the 
onlookers at the debate regarded the audacity and resolu- 
tion of the old free-lance with no unfavourable eyes 
One man only, seated in a corner, appeared to take no 
part whatever in what was going on, but was employed 
in filhng a white clay pipe with tobacco. The contempt 
that he visibly showed for the orators, his unassuming 
manner, and the commiseration for himself which the 
Marquis read in the man’s eyes, made him look closely at 
this magnanimous adherent, in whom he recognised 
Major Brigaut. The chief went quickly up to him, and 
said — 

‘ How about you ? What do you ask for ? ’ 

‘ Oh ' my lord Marquis, if the King comes back again, 
I shall be quite satisfied.’ 

‘ But for you yourself? ’ 

‘For me ? Oh I . . . You are joking, my lord.’ 

The Marquis pressed the Breton’s hard hand, and spoke 
to Mme. du Gua, by whom he was standing. ‘ Madame, 
I may loose my life in this undertaking of mine before I 
have had time to send the King a faithful report of the 
Catholic armies in Brittany. If you should see the days 
of the Restoration, do not forget either this brave fellow 
nor the Baron du Guenic. There is more devotion in 
th^se two than in all the other people here.’ 

He indicated the chiefs who were waiting, not without 
impatience, till the youthful Marquis should comply with 
their demands. Papers were displayed in every hand, in 
which, doubtless their services in previous wars had been 
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Royalists, that four years previously Hochc had brought 
about an armistice rather than a peace. 

The nobles, therefore, held the Revolutionaries very 
cheap , they took Bonaparte for a Marccau, v/ho had had 
better luck than his predecessor^ And the ladies prepared 
to dance, in high spirits. Only a few of the chiefs v/ho 
had met the Blues in the held were aware of the real 
gravity of the crisis, and they knew that they should be 
misunderstood if they spoke of the First Consul and his 
power to their countrymen who were behind the times. 
So they talked among themselves, turning indifFtrcnt 
eyes upon the ladies, who avenged themselves by criticising 
them to each other. Mme du Gua, who appeared to be 
doing the honours of the ball, tried to distract the atten- 
tion of the ladies from their impatience, by retailing 
conventional flatteries to each in turn. The harsh sounds 
of the tuning of the instruments were already audible, 
when Mme. du Gua saw the Marquis, with a trace of 
melancholy still about his face. She hurried to him, and 
said — 

‘I hope you are not depressed by the scene you 
have had with those boors ^ It is a very commonplace 
occurrence ’ 

She received no reply. The Marquis was absorbed in 
his musings. He thought that he heard some of the 
arguments that Mane had urged upon him in her 
prophetic tones among these very chiefs at the Vivetiere — 
when she had tried to induce him to abandon the 
struggle of kings against peoples. But he had too much 
loftiness of soul, too much pride, and possibly too strong 
a belief in the work that be had begun, to forsake it 
now , and he resolved at that moment to carry it on with 
a stout heart, in spite of obstacles He raised his head 
again proudly, and the meaning of Mme. du Gua’s words 
only then reached him. 

‘You are at Fougeres, of course I ’ she w-as saying with 
a bitterness that betrayed the futility of the attempts 
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had made to divert his mind. ‘ Ah f my lord, I would 
give all the life in me to put her into your hands, and to 
see you happy with her.’ 

‘ Then why did you fire at her so dexterously ? ’ 

‘ Because I wished her^ either dead or in your arms. 
Yes I I could have given my love to the Marquis of 
Montauran on the day when I thought that I discerned a 
hero in him. To-day I have for him only a compassionate 
friendship j he is held aloof from glory by the roving 
heart of an opera girl.’ 

‘As to love,’ the Marquis answered with irony in his 
tones, ‘you are quite wrong about me I If I loved that 
girl, madame, I should feel less desire for her — and, but 
for you, I should even now possibly think no more of her.’ 

‘ Here she is ^ ’ said Mme. du Gua suddenly. 

The haste with which the Marquis turned his head 
gave a horrible pang to the poor lady , but by the brilliant 
light of the candles the slightest changes that took place 
m the features of the man whom she so ardently loved 
were easily discerned, so that she fancied she saw some 
hopes of a return, when he turned his face back to hers, 
with a smile at this feminine stratagem. 

‘ At what are you laughing ? ’ asked the Comte de 
Bauvan. 

‘ At a soap-bubble that has burst * ’ Mme. du Gua re- 
plied gaily. ‘ If we are to believe the Marqms, he wonders 
to-day that his heart ever beat for a moment for the 
creature who calls herself Mile, de Verneuil. You know 
whom I mean ? ’ 

‘ The creature >* ’ queried the Count, with reproach in 
his voice. ‘It is only right, madame, that the author of 
the mischief should make reparation for it, and I give you 
my word of honour that she really is the daughter of the 
Due de Verneuil.’ 

‘ Which word of honour, Count ^ ’ asked the Marquis in 
an entirely different tone. ‘ Are we to believe you at the 
Vivetiere or here at Saint James ? ’ 
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Mile, de Verneuil was announced in a loud voice. The 
Count hurried towards the door, offered his hand with 
every sign of the deepest respect to the fair new-comer, 
and led her through the curious throng of gazers to the 
Marquis and Mme. du Gua. ^ 

‘Believe nothing but the word I have given you 
to-day,’ he said to the astonished chief. 

Mme. du Gua turned pale at the untoward reappearance 
of the girl who was standing looking proudly about her, 
to discover, among those assembled, the former guests at 
the Vivetiere. She waited to receive her rival’s con- 
strained greeting , and, 'without a glance at the Marquis, 
she allowed the Count to lead her to a place of honour by 
the side of Mme. du Gua, to whom she bowed slightly 
in a patronising way. The latter would not be vexed at 
this, and her woman’s mstinct led her at once to assume 
a friendly and smilmg expression. For a moment Mile, 
de V erneuil’s beauty and singular costume drew a murmur 
from the company. When the Marquis and Mme. du 
Gua looked at those who had been at the V ivetiere, they 
saw that the respectful attitude of each one seemed to be 
smeere, and that every one appeared to be considering 
how to reinstate himself in the good graces of the 
Pansian lady, concerning whom they had been in error. 
The two antagonists were now face to face. 

‘ But this is witchcraft, mademoiselle ! Who but you 
in all the world could take us by surprise like this i* Did 
you really come hither quite alone?’ asked Mme. du 
Gua 

‘ Quite alone,’ Mile, de V erneuil repeated, ‘ so this 
evening, madame, you will have only me to kill.’ 

‘ Make allowances for me,’ answered Mme. du Gua. 
‘ I cannot tell you how much pleasure I feel at meeting 
you again. I have been really overwhelmed by the 
recollection of the wrong I did you, and I was seeking for 
an opportunity which should permit me to atone for it.’ 

‘The wrong you did me, madame, I can readily 
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pardon , but the death of the Blues whom you murdered 
lies heavily on my heart/ I might, moreover, make some 
further complaint of the brusque style of your correspon- 
dence. . . . But, after all, I forgive everything, on 
account of the service that you have done me.’ 

Mme. du Gua lost countenance as she felt her hand 
clasped in that of her lovely rival, who was smiling upon 
her m an offensively gracious manner. The Marquis had 
not stirred so far, but now he seized the Count’s arm in 
a close grip. 

‘You have shamefully deceived me,’ he said. ‘You 
have even involved my honour ; I am no comedy dupe ; 
I will have your life for this, or you shall have mine.’ 

‘ I am ready to afford you every explanation that you 
may desire, Marquis,’ said the Count stiffly, and they went 
into an adjoining room. Even those who were least 
acquainted with the mystery underlying this scene began 
to understand the interest that it possessed ; so tha’t no 
one stirred when the violins gave the signal for the 
dancing to begin. 

Mme du Gua spoke, compressing her lips m a kind of 
fury — 

‘ Mademoiselle, what service can I have had the honour 
of rendering, of importance sufficient to deserve J*’ 

‘ Did you not enlighten me, madame, as to the Marquis 
de Montauran’s real nature ? With what calm indiffer- 
ence the execrable man allowed me to go to my death I 
... I give him up to you very willingly.’ 

‘ Then what have you come here to seek ? ’ Mme. du 
Gua asked quickly. 

‘ The esteem and the reputation of which you robbed 
me at the Vivetiere, madame. Do not give yourself any 
uneasiness about anything else. Even if the Marquis 
were to come back to me, a lost love regained is no love 
at all, as you must be aware.’ 

Mme. du Gua took Mile, de Verneuil’s hand in hers 
with a charming caressing gesture, such as women like to 
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use among themselves, especially when men are also 
present. 

‘Well, dear child, I am delighted that you are so 
sensible about it. If the service which I have rendered 
you has been a somev/hat painful one at the outset ’ (and 
here she pressed the hand wh^ch she held, though she 
felt v/ithm her a v/ild longing to tear it in pieces, v/hen 
she found how delicately soft the fingers v/ere), ‘ at 
any rate it shall be thorough. Just listen to me. I 
knov/ the Gars’s nature v/el4’ she v/ent on, with a 
treacherous smile ; ‘ he would have decen ed you, he v/ill 
not marry any woman, nor can he do so.’ 

‘Ah'’ 

‘ Yes, mademoiselle. He only accepted his penlous 
mission in order to win the hand of xVIlle. d’Uxelles ; his 
Majesty has promised to use all his influence to bring the 
marnage about ’ 

‘ Indeed ' ’ 

Mile, de Verneuil added not a v/ord more to this 
satirical exclamation The young and handsome Che-'alier 
du Vissard, eager to earn her forgiveness for the witticism 
v/hich had been a signal for the insults that had followed 
upon It at the Vivetiere, came up to her and respectfully 
asked for a dance , she gave him her hand, and they 
hastened to take their places m the same quadnile with 
Mme. du Gua. The powdered or fnzzled hair of the 
other ladies, and their toilettes, which recalled the by- 
gone days of the exiled court, looked ndiculous when 
confronted with the magnificent simphcity of the elegant 
costume which the prevaihng fashion of the day permitted 
MUe du Verneuil to wear. The ladies condemned it 
aloud, and inwardly envied her. The men were never 
weary of adminng the effect of so simple a way of 
dressing the hair, and every detail about her dress, which 
owed all its charm to the graceful outlines which it 
displayed. 

The Marquis and the Count returned to the ballroom. 
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and stood behind Mile, de Verneuil, who did not turn 
her head , but even if a mirror opposite to her had not 
informed her of the Marquis’s presence, she would have 
learned it from the face of Mme. du Gua, whose apparent 
carelessness concealed but ill the anxiety with which she 
awaited the dispute that fiiust sooner or later take place 
between the lovers. Although Montauran was talking 
with the Count and with two other persons, he could 
overhear the chat of his neighbours and of each pair of 
dancers, as, in the shifting figures of the quadrille, they 
stood for a moment where Mile, de Verneuil had been. 

‘ Oh I mon Dieu , yes, madame, she came here by her- 
self,’ said one. 

‘ She must be very fearless,’ his partner replied. 

‘ If I had dressed myself like that, I should feel as if I 
had no clothes on,’ said another lady. 

‘ Oh I the costume is indelicate,’ her cavalier answered, 

‘ but she is so pretty, and it is very becoming to her ’ 

‘Look at her • She dances so perfectly that it makes 
one blush for her. Is she not exactly like an opera girl f ’ 
the envious lady inquired. 

‘ Do you think that she can have come here to treat 
with us in the name of the First Consul ^ ’ asked a third 
lady. 

‘ What a joke ( ’ said her partner. 

‘ She will scarcely bring innocence with her as a dowry,’ 
laughed the lady. 

The Gars turned sharply round to see the speaker who 
had ventured to make such an epigram, and Mme. du, 
Gua gave him a look which said distinctly^ — 

‘ You see what they think of her I ’ 

‘ Madame,’ the Count said jestingly to Marie’s enemy, 
‘only ladies so far have deprived her of it.’ 

In his heart the Marquis forgave the Count for all his 
offences. He ventured to glance at his mistress. Her 
loveliness was enhanced, as is nearly always the case with 
women, by the candle-light. She reached her place, her 



28 o 


The Chou.ins 


back was turned towards hinij but as jbe t.illc'-d ’Vith 
her partner the persuasive tonta of her ' Ciice readied tne 
Marquis. 

‘ The I' irst Consul is sendin;; us very formid ib!c am- 
bassadors I ’ her partner remarked 

‘ 'I'hat has been said already, Sarj at the Vivetiere,' she 
replied. 

‘Your memory is as good as the IZing’-,'’ returned tj.-: 
gentleman, vexed at his own .iwkw.irdne>s. 

‘ Offences must be cle irly kept in mind if the) .irc to 
be forgiven,’ she s ud quickly, md a smile rclrued h. n 
from his predicament 

‘ Are all of us included in the amnesty * ’ tiie .Marijin. 
asked But she dung Iierself into the dmcc with duldsh 
enthusiasm, le.aving him eonfioed, and witii his que/.ion 
unanswered She saw how he vv.es watclnmr her tn sullen 
gloom, and bent her liead m a coquettish m inner, wn'ch 
displayed tlie symmetry of her neck, heedful, at the j in.e* 
time, to omit no movement which could re.e d t! e wn.’- 
derful grace of her form. M Tie’s b..auiv v. •> attracT.c 
as Hope, and elusive as Memory, 'i'o see lier thus, wa> 
to wish to possess her at any cost. She knew this, and 
the consciousness of her own beauty made tier uce at 
that moment radiant with indescribable iov elt.ie-.'.. '1 i.c 

Marquis felt a tempe-st of love, anger, uul midnc^' 
in his heart, he wrung the Count’s hind, and ..jthdrc.v. 

‘ Ah • has he gone a'vay ^ ’ as’ved .Mile, dc Vcrn-ui! 
when she came back to her place 

The Count hurried into the adjoining room, and thence 
brought back the Gars, making i signillc.mt gesture for 
the lady to whom he had extended Ins protection. 

‘ He is mine • ’ she said within herself, .as she studied the 
Marquis m the mirror ; his face was somewhat aguaicJ, 
but he was radiant with hope. 

She received the young chief ungraciously', and did not 
vouchsafe a word to him, but she smiled as she turned 
away , she saw him so far above the others, that she felt 
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proud of her i tyrannous power over him. Guided by 
an instinct that all women obey more or less, she deter- 
mined to make him pay a heavy price for a few kind 
words, in order that he might learn their value. . When 
the quadrille came to an end, all the gentlemen who had 
been at the Vivetiere* came about Mane, each one 
endeavouring to obtain her forgiveness for his mistake by 
compliments more or less neady turned. But he whom 
she would fain have seen at her feet kept away from her 
little court. ' 

‘ He thinks that I love him yet,’ she said to herself, 
‘and he will not make one among those to whom I am 
indifferent.’ 

She declined to dance. Then, as if the ball had been 
given in her honour, she went from quadnlle to quadrille, 
leaning upon the arm of the Comte de Bauvan, with whom 
It pleased her to appear to be on famihar terms. There 
was no one present who did not know the whole history 
of what had happened at the Vivetiere, down to the 
smallest detail, thanks to Madame du Gua, who hoped, 
by this very publicity given to the affairs of Mile, de 
Verneuil and the Marquis, to put a further hindrance to 
any understanding between them. In this way the two 
estranged lovers became objects of general interest. 
Montauran did not dare to approach his mistress , the 
recollection of her wrongs and the vehemence of his 
reawakened desires made her almost terrible in his eyes , 
and the young girl, though she seemed to give her attention 
to the dancers, was watching his face and its forced 
composure. 

‘It IS dreadfully hot in here,’ she said to her cavalier. 
‘I see that M. de Montauran’s forehead is quite damp 
Will you take me across to the other side, so that I can 
breathe ? . . . This is stifling.’ 

With a movement of the head, she indicated the next 
room, where a few card-players were sitting. The Mar- 
quis followed her, as if he had guessed at the words from 
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the mo/ements of her lips. He e»eii hoped tlui she h'^d 
left the crotvd in order to see him once mo.'v, 'i, ] ...lit 
this hope the vio’ence of hi-y po::^:o'i ,/it.j 'oubh.d 

force, after the restraint that 1 e Ii-d i.nj/O-ed u j;i hnn -h 
for the last fe”/ da_,s It p’ea.eU cl_ Ver. euil to 

torment the voun^ chief. Tno'c eses of iie^-, .0 lUe 
.civet, and so gent'e for the Count, b-e«ii e co'J unJ 
gloomy for him, if he met their em/c Oy chaiiCe* 
tauran made an efTort that ‘■-.med tu co.t Ivri <.;nethhi <•, 
and said m an uncertain /oice — 

‘ Will you nc', er forgr. e me 

‘ Love foritives nothini: unL'S it forei.cs e.er.c/’ or' 
she :aid, in a dr),indifFerent tone. 1 L-. i, as .re ^ I ^ \ 
give a sudden start of joy, she adaed, ‘ D it i: mu.: e^ 
lose . . .’ 

She rose, took the Count’s arm, and lia: . i.J to « little 
sitting-room adjo'ni'ig the ca’^dmom. 'Inc Ll.npiv 
folio '.ed her thither. 

‘ You shall hear me < ’ he cr ed. > 

‘You 'Alii malce otr.ri 'm-giiu, .he replied, ‘ t^ • 
I came here on jour ..ccount, a.m . .. out of r. .ct 
fo'' myself. If you ", ’ll not desbt fru n tnis d,' -I _ 
persecution, I shall go ’ 

Then he bethought hirpse'f o'" one of tl e .j’d-jt cet'a- 
'vagances of the la^t Duke of Lom^n e ‘ L.r me .'--e k 
to you,’ he entreated, ‘only for iO 'ong .i;> I can i-eep 
this coal in mj hare.’ 

He stooped, snatched up a firebrand Lo 'i the 't. 
and held it in a strenuous grasp. .Ml’e. de \’eri euii 
reddened, dre v her arm qu'ckl, < n the Count, 
and looked in amazement at the .M 'q .is. The Count 
softly 'vnthdre v and left the lo-e-s alor.e Norniug a 
convincing in a lo.er as =omc piece of splendiu folly — 
his mad courage had shaken Marie’s very heart- 
'll ou sirap'y shov. me,’ she said, trying to compel him 
to drop the coal, ‘that vou >',ould be capable of g .ing ii’c 
over to the worst of torture You arc all for ci.:rjme> 
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a pause, laying her hand on the cluster of rubies at her 
breast, and showing him the blade of a poniard 

‘What does all this mean?’ meditated Madame du 
Gua. 

‘But you love me still,’ Mane v/ent on , ‘ or it lesiit, 
you wish for me , and that piece of folly of yuiui,’ siic 
saidj taking the hand m iiers, ‘made it clear to me. I 
am again as I had wished to be, and 1 all ill go .I'V ly 
happy. Those who love us v/e .livvays forgive. And I 
— I am loved , I have regained the respect, tlu man 
who IS for me the whole world , I could die nov/.’ 

‘ You love me yet ? ’ said the xVIarquis 
‘ Did I say so ? ’ she replied , she laughed , she w is 
happy, for ever since her arrival she had m ide the Manpiis 
feel increasing torment. ‘But had I not some sacnltcei 
to make m order to come here'' For I s-'.ed M dc 
Bauvan from death,’ she went on , ‘and he, more gr’telul 
than you, has oilered me his name and fortune in return 
for my protection. Tint idesi never entered your mind ’ 
Her last words astonished the AI irijuis , the- Count 
appeared to have made a fool of him , lie struggled v. itha 
feeling of anger stronger than any that he had \et known, 
and did not reply. 

‘ Ah, you are deliberating * ’ she said, with a bitter smile. 
‘ iVIadcmoiselle, ^our misgivings justify mmc ’ 

‘ Let us go back,’ said Mile de VernemI, who caught 
a glimpse of Madame du Gu.i’s robe m the cirdruu-u 
Mane rose, but a wish to torment her rual made- her 
hesitate a little. 

‘Do you want to plunge me into hell^’ asked the 
Marquis, taking her hand and holding it tightlv. 

‘Where did you plunge mtr five da\s ago ? And now, 
now at this moment, arc you not leaving me m cruel 
suspense as to the sincerity of your love ^ ’ 

‘ How do I know that your vengeance may not go so 
far as this — to take possession of my whole life, so that 
you may sully it, rather than compiss mv death . 
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‘ Ah, you do not love me ; you only think of yourself, 
and not of me,’ she said, with angry tears in her eyes. 

The coquette knew well the power of those eyes of 
hers when they were drowned in tears. 

‘Take my life, then,’ said the Marquis, now quite 
beside himself, ‘ but efry those tears.’ 

‘ Oh, my love I ’ she murmured , ‘ the words, the tones, 
the look that I waited for, to wish for thy happiness 
rather than mine. But, my lord,’ she resumed, ‘I ask 
for one last proof of your affection, that you tell me is so 
great. I can stay here only for a little, only for the time 
needed to make sure that you are mine. I shall not take 
even a glass of water in this house, where a woman lives 
who has twice tried to murder me, who at this moment 
perhaps is planning some treachery against us both, 
and who is listening to us at this moment,’ she added, 
pointing out to the Marquis the floating folds of Madame 
du Gua’s robe. 

Then she dried her tears, and bent to the ear of the 
• young noble, who trembled to feel her soft breath on him. 

‘Prepare everything so that we can go,’ she said. 
‘ You will take me back to Fougeres, and there you shall 
know whether I love you or no. For the second time I 
trust in you. Will you too trust a second time in me 

‘ Ah, Mane, you have led me on till I scarcely know 
what I am doing. Your words, your looks, your presence 
intoxicate me. I am ready to do everything you wish.’ 

‘Well, then, give me one moment’s bliss. Let me 
enjoy the only triumph for which I have longed. I want 
to breathe freely once more, to live the life of my dreams, 
to take my fill of illusions before they leave me. Let us 
go. Come and dance with me.’ 

They went back again together into the ballroom. 
For her the gratification of heart and of vanity had been 
as complete as a woman can know j but her inscrutable 
soft eyes, the mysterious smile about her mouth, and her 
swift movements in the excited dance, kept the secret of 
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Mile, dc Verncuil’s thouj'hts <is the sc.i buries the secret 
of some criminal who has given a iicavy cor[) a into its 
keeping. Yet a murmur of admiration went tiirough 
the room as she turned to her lover’s ariui for tile v.mUa , 
and closely interlocked, with droojmig heads and languid 
eyes, they swayed voluptuously round and round, cl.isping 
each other in a kind of frenzy, revealing all their hopes 
of pleasure from a closer union. 

‘Go and see if Ihlle-Miche is in the c imp, Count,* 
said Mine du Gua to M. de Bauvan. ‘ Bring him to 
me, and for this little service you may .Lsmre your->elf 
that you shall receive anything that \oii will ask of me, 
even my hand. . . My revenge will cost me dear,’ she 
said, as she saw him go , ‘but it shall not f.iil this tune ’ 

A few moments after this scene Mile, de Verneuil ami 
the Marquis were seated in a berime drawn by four 
strong horses. Francine did not utter a word Shew.u 
surprised to sec the two who to all appe.irancc had been 
foes now sitting hand in hand and on such good terms 
with each other. She did not even venture to put the 
question to herself whether this meant love or treachery 
on her mistress’s part Thanks to the stillness and the 
darkness of night, the Marquis could not perceive Mile, 
de Verneuil’s agitation, which increased as she drew 
nearer and nearer to Fougercs. Through the faint dusk 
they could sec the spire of St Leonard’s church m the 
distance , and then — ‘ I shall die,’ s ud Mane to herself. 

When they reached the first hill on the road, the same 
thought came to both the lovers , they left the carnage, 
and walked up it, as if m memory of that first day of 
their meeting. 

JVIarie took Montauran’s arm, and thanked him b\ a 
smile for having respected her silence. When they 
reached the stretch of level ground at the summit, whence 
they could see Fougcres, she emerged from her reverie. 

‘Come no further,’ she said , ‘ my authority will not 
save you from the Blues to-day.’ 
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Montauran showed some astonishment at this , but she 
smiled sadly and pointed to a massive boulder, as if to bid 
him to be seated, while she herself remained standing in a 
melancholy attitude The heartrending grief within her 
made the artifices which she had used so lavishly no 
longer possible to her. * She could have knelt on burning 
coals just then, and have been no more conscious of them 
than the Marquis had been of the brand which he had 
seized to make known the vehemence of his passion. 
After looking long at her lover with the deepest sorrow 
in her gaze, she pronounced the terrible words — 

‘All your suspicions of me are true.’ 

The Marquis made an unconscious movement. 

‘Ah I for pity’s sake,’ she cried, clasping her hands, 
‘hear me to the end without interruptmg me. I am 
really the daughter of the Due de Verneuil,’ she went on 
in an unsteady voice , ‘but I am only his natural daughter. 
My mother, a Mile de Casteran, took the veil to escape 
from the punishment which her family had prepared for 
. her. She expiated her fault by fifteen years of weeping, 
and died at Seez. It was only at the last, when on her 
deathbed, that the dear abbess, for my sake, sent an 
entreaty to the man who had forsaken her , for she knew 
that I had neither friends, nor fortune, nor prospects. 
This man, who was well remembered in Prancine’s 
home (for I had been confided to her mother’s care), had 
quite forgotten his child. Yet the duke welcomed me 
gladly, and recognised my claim upon him because I was ' 
pretty, and perhaps, too, because I brought back me- 
mories of his younger days. He was one of those great 
lords who, in the previous reign, took a pride in showing 
how that, if a crime were but gracefully perpetrated, it 
needs must be condoned. I will say no more about him , 
he was my father And yet you must suffer me to 
explain how my life in Pans could not but leave my 
mind tainted. In the Due de Verneuil’s circle, and in 
the society into which he introduced me, there was a 
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craze for the sceptical philosophy which France had 
accepted with enthusiasm, because it was put forward 
everywhere with so much ability. The brilliant talk that 
pleased ray ears found favour with me on account of the 
keenness of apprehension displayed in it, or by reason of 
the cleverly-turned formulas wlfich brought contempt 
upon religion and upon truth. The men who made 
light of feelings and opinions expressed them all the 
better because they had never felt or held them , and 
their epigrammatic turn of expression was not more 
attractive than the lively ease with which they could put 
a whole stor)’’ into a word. Sometimes, hov/ever, their 
cleverness misled them ; and women found them weari- 
some when love-makmg became a science rather than an 
affair of the heart. I made a feeble resistance to this 
torrent, although my soul (forgive me for my vanity) was 
impassioned enough to feel that esprit had withered all 
these natures about me ; the life that I led in those days 
ended in a chrome strife between my natural disposition 
and the warped habits of mind that I had acquired. A fewc 
aspiring intellects had amused themselves by encouraging 
me in a freedom of thought and a contempt for public 
opinion that depnves a woman of a certain reticence, 
without which she has no charm. Alas ! it has not been 
in the power of adversity to correct the defects which 
prosperity implanted in me,’ and she sighed. 

‘My father, the Due de Verneuil,’ she resumed, ‘died 
after recognising me as his daughter, leaving a will which 
considerably diminished the estate of my half-brother, 
his legitimate son, m my favour. One mornmg I found 
myself without a protector or a roof above my head. My 
brother disputed the will which had ennehed me. My 
vanity had been developed during the past three years 
that had been spent in a wealthy household. My father 
had indulged all my fancies , to him I owed a craving for 
luxury, and habits in which my simple and inexperienced 
mind failed to recognise a perilous bondage. The 
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Marechal Due de Lenoncourt, one of my father’s friends, 
a man of seventy, offered to become my guardian I 
accepted his offer , and a few days after the detestable law- 
suit had begun, I found myself in a splendid house, where 
I was in full possession of all the advantages that a 
brother’s unkindness had refused to me over our father’s 
coffin. The old Marshal used to come to spend a few 
hours with me every evening , and from him I heai d 
only gentle and soothing words His white hair and all 
the touching proofs of paternal tenderness which he gave 
me led me to believe that the feelings of my own heart 
were likewise his ; and I liked to think that I was his 
daughter. I took the ornaments that he gave to me, and 
made no secret of any of my frncies when I saw him so 
glad to indulge them. One evening I discovered that 
all Paris looked upon me as the poor old man’s mistress. 
It was made clear to me that I could never re-establish 
my innocence, of which I had been groundlessly deprived 
The man who had taken advantage of my inexperience 
tpuld not be my lover, and would not be my husband. 
In the week in which I made this hideous discovery, and 
on the eve of the day that had been fixed for my marriage 
— for I had insisted that he should give me his name, the 
one reparation that it was in his power to make me — he 
suddenly started for Coblentz. I was ignominiously 
driven from the little house in which the Marshal had 
installed me, and which was not his own property. So 
far I have told the truth to you as if I stood before the 
Judgment Throne , but after this point do not ask for a 
complete list of all the sufferings that lie buried in the 
memory of an unhappy girl. One day, sir, I found 
myself Danton’s wife A few days later, and the great 
oak-tree about which I had cast my arms was uprooted 
by the tempest. Then, when plunged for the second 
time mto utter misery, I determined to die. I do not 
know if It was mere love of life, or the hope of out- 
wearing misfortune, and so of finding at last, in the 
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depths of this infinite abyss, the happiness that eluded 
my grasp, or by v^hat other motive 1 was unconsciously 
counselled. I know not whether I was led av/ay by the 
arguments of the young man from Vendome, who, for 
the past two years, has hung about me hke a serpent 
about a tree, thinkmg, no doubt, 'that some overwhelming 
misfortune may give me to him. Indeed, I do not know 
how I came to accept this hateful mission, of winning the 
love of a stranger whom I was to betray for three 
hundred thousand francs 1 Then I saw you, sir, and I 
knew you at once. I knew it by one of those presenti- 
ments that never lead us astray ; and yet I was glad to 
doubt it, for the more I loved you, the more appalh’ng 
the conviction grew for me. When I rescued you from 
Hulofs clutches, I forswore the part that I was pla3nngj 
I determined to outwit the executioners instead of deceiv- 
ing their victim. It was wrong of me to play in that way 
with men’s live, and with their schemes, and with 
myself, with aU the heedlessness of a girl who can see 
nothing but sentiment in the world. I thought that I 
was lo^ed, and allowed the hope of beginning my life 
anew to be my giude ; but everything about me, and 
even I myself, perhaps, betrayed my lawless past, for you 
must hav'e mistrusted a woman with so passionate a nature 
as mine. Alas ! who could refuse forgiveness to me for 
my love and my dissimulation: Yes, sir, I felt as 
though, after a long and uneasy sleep, I had avvakened to 
find myself a girl of sixteen again. Was I not in 
Alenfon ? The pure and innocent memories of my 
childish days there rose up before me. My wild credulity 
led me to think that lov'e would give me a bapnsm of 
innocence. For a httle while I thought that I was a 
maiden stfll, for as yet I had never loved. But, yesterday 
evening it seemed to me that there was sincerity in your 
passion 3 and a voice within me cried, “ Why do you 
deceive him r ” Know this, therefore, Ivlarquis,’ she went 
on, ia a cesp, hard voice which seemed proudly to demand 
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her own condemnation — ‘ know this for a certainty, that 
I am only a dishonoured creature and unworthy of you. 
From this moment I will resume my role of castaway , 
I am too weary to sustain any longer the part of the 
woman whom you had ied to yield herself to dl the most 
sacred impulses of her heart. Virtue weighs me down, 
I should despise you if you were weak enough to marry 
me A Comte de Bauvan might perhaps commit such a 
folly , but you, sir, be worthy of your future, and leave 
me without regret. The courtesan, you see, would 
require too much , she would love you in nowise like a 
simple and artless girl — she who felt in her heart for a 
little while the exquisite hope that she might be your 
companion, that she might make you always happy and 
do you honour, and be a noble and high-minded wife to 
you , and who, through these very thoughts that moved 
her, gathered courage, and revived her evil nature of vice 
and infamy, so as to set it between herself and you as an 
eternal barner. I give up honour and fortune for your 
Sake. The pride which lays this sacrifice upon me will 
uphold me in my wretchedness, and my fate I leave to 
the disposal of destiny. I will never betray you. I shall 
go back to Pans , and when I am there your name will 
be another separate self to me , and the splendid heroism 
with which you will invest it will be my consolation in 
all my sorrows. As for you, you are a man ; you will 
forget me — Farewell.’ 

She fled in the direction of the valleys of St. Sulpice, 
and vanished before the Marquis had risen to delay her , 
but she retraced her steps, hid herself m a fissure of the 
rocks, raised her head, and anxiously and doubtfully 
studied the Marquis. He was walking on without 
heeding the direction in which he went, like a man 
distraught. 

‘ If his should be a weak nature,’ she said to herself 
as he disappeared, and she felt herself cut off from him, 
‘ will he understand me f ’ 
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She trembled. Then she suddenly v/alked on towards 
Fougeres by herself, with rapid steps, as if she feared that 
the Marquis might follow her to the town, v/hcrc he 
would have met with his death. 

‘ Well, Francme, what did he, say she asked of her 
faithful Breton, as soon as they were together again 

‘Alas' Mane, I was sorry for him. You gre-at ladies 
can stab a man to the heart with a bitter word.’ 

‘What was he like when he came up with you ?’ 

‘ Did he so much as see me ? — Oh ! Mane, he loves 

}OU 

‘ Oh, he loves me, or he loves me not ' ’ she ansv.xrcd, 
‘ two words that mean heaven or hell for me ; and 
between those two extremes I cannot find a place on 
which to set my foot.’ 

After she had accomplished the task laid upon her 
by fate, Mane could give way to her sorrow. Her face 
had kept its composure hitherto, owing to a mixture of 
different sentiments within her, but now it underwent a 
rapid change, so that after a dav spent in fluctuating 
between presentiments of joy or despair, her beauty lost 
Its radiance and the freshness which owes its existence 
either to the absence of all passion or to transports of 
happiness. Hulot and Corentin came to see her shortly 
after her arnval, curious to know the results of her wild 
enterpnse. Alane received them smilingly. 

‘Well,’ she said to the commandant, v'hoje anxious 
face looked searchingly at her, ‘ the fox is coming within 
range of your guns again, and you will soon gam a \er}' 
glonous victory ' ’ 

‘What has happened?’ Corennn inquired carelessly. 
He gave Mile, de Verneuil a sidelong glance, such as 
this sort of diplomatist uses for discovering the thoughts 
of others. 

‘ Ah ' ’ she answered, ‘ the Gars is more in love with 
me than ever, and I made him come with us as far as 
the gates of Fougeres.’ 
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* Apparently that is where your power ends,’ said 
Corentm, ‘and the ci-devant's fears are still stronger than 
the love which you inspire m him.’ 

Mile, de Verneuil glanced contemptuously at Corentm. 

‘ You judge him by yourself,’ she replied. 

‘Well,’ he said, serenSly, ‘why did you not bring him 
as far as your own house ^ ’ 

‘ If he really loved me, commandant,’ she said to Hulot, 
with a malicious glance, ‘would you bear a grudge 
against me if I saved him and bore him away out of 
France ’ 

The old veteran went quickly up to her, and took her 
hand as if to kiss it, with a sort of enthusiasm , then he 
gazed steadily at her and said, as his brow grew dark — 

‘ You forget my two friends, and my sixty-three 
men ’ ’ 

‘ Ah ■ commandant,’ she said, with all the natvete of 
pisMon, ‘that was not his fault, he was tricked by a bad 
woman, Charette’s mistress, who, 1 believe, would drink 
ilie blood of the IJlues’ 

‘ Come, Mane,’ Corentm put m, ‘ do not make fun of 
the commandant , he does not understand your jests as 
yet ’ 

‘ Be silent,’ she answered, ‘and know that the day on 
which you annoy me a little too much will be your last.’ 

‘ I see, mademoiselle,’ said Hulot, with no bitterness m 
his tone, ‘ that I must prepare to fight ’ 

‘ You are in no condition to do so, my dear colonel. 
I saw more than six thousand of their men at Saint 
James ; regular troops, and ordnance and English officers. 
But without /nw, what will become of all these people ? 
I think, as Fouche does, that his head is everything.’ 

‘Very well, when shall we have it?’ Corentm asked 
impatiently. 

‘ I do not know,’ was her careless response. 

‘ English officers I ’ cried Hulot, in hot wrath, ‘ the one 
thing wanting to make a downright brigand of him ^ 
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Ah * I will fit him up with his K/i^^himncn, that I svill ’ 

. . It Stems to me, citi/en diplijm itjjt, tlut ;OU al!ov/ 
that girl to upset ail your plans from time to time,' 'v^r 
Hulot’s remark to Corentin, '.vhen the) svere a fc./ picel 
distant from the house 

‘ It is quite natural, citi/,en conl.nandant,’ said Corentin^ 
v/ith a pensive air, ‘ that you are Le.vildercd by all th‘t 
she has told us You men of the s'vord Co not knoa 
that there are several wa)>of making .var. 'To nuke . 
dexterous use of the pas>ions of men and women, ,0 
many springs 'vhich can be set in motion for the tenefi: 
of the State , to set in position all the .vliee'j in the 
mighty piece of machinery that we call a Co.ernmeiit 
to take a pleasure in setting v/ithin it the movC stublann 
sentiments, like detents wiiose action one can mm-e 
oneself by controlling, is not ail thu the work or a 
creator ? Is it not a poailion like God’s, in the ec.itre of 
the universe ? ’ 

‘ You will permit me to prefer m/ trade to yours,’ the 

soldier answered driU ‘ IJ)o as )ou will with tna; 

machinery of yours , I ackno.vledge no superior but the 

iMimster of War, I have m\ instructions, and I shall 
^ * * 
take the held with stout u,llowa w’ho will nut skulk, ■ iJ 

openly confront the enemy whom )ou wish to take from 

behind.’ 

‘ Oh, you can get ready to march if you like,’ Corcnim 
rejoined. ‘ Inscrutable as you nnv' think this girl, I ha e 
managed to gather from her that there will ba sonu 
skirmishing for )ou, and before \ery long I shall ha.e 
the pleasure of obtaining for \ou a teti-u-tite w'lch the 
chief of these brigands ’ 

‘How will )ou do that ^ ’ inquired Hulot, stepping 
back a little, the better to see this singular being. 

‘Mile de Verneuil loves the Gars,’ Corentin answered 
in a stifled voice, ‘and very likely he is m love with her. 
He IS a Marquis, he wears the red ribbon, he is voung, 
and he has a clever head, who knows but that he ma. 
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still be wealthy, — how many inducements 1 She would 
be very foolish not to play for her own hand, and try to 
marry him rather than give him up to us. She is 
endeavouring to keep us amused, but I can read a kind of 
pnsgiving in the girl’s eyes. The two lovers will most 
probably arrange a meifting, perhaps they have done so 
already. WeU, then, to-morrow I shall have my man 
fast enough. Hitherto he was the enemy of the Republic 
and nothing more, but a few minutes ago he became 
mine as well, for all those who have taken it mto their 
heads to come between this girl and me have died on the 
scaffold.’ 

When he had finished, Corentin became too much 
absorbed in his own meditations to notice the expression 
of intense drsgust on the true-hearted soldier’s face. 
When Hulot became aware of the depths m this intrigue, 
and of the nature of the springs employed in Fouche’s 
machinery, he made up his mmd at once to thwart 
Corentin in every matter m which the success of the 
^enterprise or the wishes of the Government were not 
essentially concerned, and to give to the foe of the 
Republic a chance of dying honourably sword in hand, 
before he could fall a victim to the executioner, whose 
avowed caterer stood before him in the person of this 
secret agent of the upper powers of the police. 

^ If the First Consul were to take my advice,’ he said, 
turning his back on Corentin, ‘ he would leave this kind 
of fox to fight It out with the anstocrats — they would be 
well matched — and he should employ soldiers in quite 
other busmess.’ 

Corentin looked coolly at the veteran (whose thoughts 
shone out plainly in his face), and a sardonic expression 
returned to his eyes, revealing a sense of superiority in 
this Machiavellian understrapper. 

‘ Give three ells of blue cloth to brutes of that sort, 
and hang a bit of iron at their sides, and they fancy that 
in politics men may only be got rid of after one fashion,’ 
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said he 10 liuns-lf. He v< i!'<td slov/Iy cm fi^r a fcr/ 
minutes, and suddenly e.<e! mned within — 

‘Yes, the hour has come, and f)ie oman shiH b- 
mine* ' The circle that 1 have traced about licr ha, b-en 
gradually gro.vui^ sm tiler tnd siiiallcr for iuc yct'r^ , I 
have her no.v, and with her help I shall climb i-v niyh ui 
the Go.ernment as touche. . . . Ye., './lien die !e -n . 
the one man whom she 11 s lo/cd, die igony of it ssni 
2ive her to me Lodv and ;>ou! Ail that i ha re to d > 
now IS to beep a watch on her night and da), to ^urpri>e* 
her secret.’ 

A moment later an onlooker mnaht have seen Corentin’; 
pale face at the windo.v of a house whence he coulti 
beliold ever) one wiiu came into the blind a!le_,, L^i.vceii 
the row of houses and St. Leonard’s Church. He a '> 
there again on the monimg of the ne-xt dty, patient i 
cat that lies in wait for a mouse-, attentive to the slightest 
sound, and engaged in submitting ev e-ry pa...»r-b/ to a 
rigorous scrutiny. It was the morning of a market day , 
and although m those troubled tunes the pe-a'ants scarcely 
ventured to come to the toa/n, Corentm saw a 'aloomv 
looking man clad in goats’ems, who carried a smJl round 
flat-shaped basket on his arm, and who e.u lo.vards 
I^llle. de VerneuiTs house, after giving a careless look 
round about him. Coreniin came down from his post, 
purposing to stop the peasant as he came out , but it 
suddenly occurred to him that if lie could enter .Mile, de 
Verneuil’s house at una.vares, a single glance might 
possibly surpnse the secret hidden in the mcsSe-iigcr’s 
basket Popular report, moreover, had taught him that 
It was all but impossible to come off Oust m an encounter 
with the impenetrable replies that Normans and Bretons 
are wont to make. 

‘ Galope-Chopine • ’ cried Mile dc Verneuil, as 
Francine brought in the Chouan. 

‘Am 1 then beloved ' ’ she added to herself m a lo.v 
voice An instinct ut nope brought a bright colour to 
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her face, and put joy in her heart. Galope-Chopine 
looked by turns at the mistress of the house and at 
Francine, casting suspicious glances at the latter, until 
his doubts were removed by a sign from Mile, de 
Verneuil. ^ 

‘ Madame,’ he said, ‘ towards two o’clock he will be at 
my place, waiting for you.’ 

Mile, de Verneuil’s agitation was so great that she 
could only bend her head m reply, but a Samoyede could 
have understood all its significance. Corentin’s footsteps 
echoed in the salon at that moment Gralope-Chopine 
was not disturbed in the least when Mile de V erneuil’s 
glance and shudder made him aware of approaching 
clanger. As soon as the spy showed his astute coun- 
tenance, the Chouan raised his voice to a deafening pitch. 

‘Yes, yes 1 ’ he said to Francine, ‘there is Brittany 
butter and Brittany butter. You want Gibarry butter, 
and only give eleven sous the pound for it You ought 
not to have sent for me 1 This is really good butter,’ he 
^aid, opening his basket, and exhibiting two pats that 
Barbette had made up. ‘ Pay a fair price, good lady. 
Come, another sou * ’ There was no trace of agitation 
in his hollow voice, and his green eyes, underneath the 
bushy grey eyebrows, bore Corentin’s keen scrutiny with- 
out flinching. 

‘Come now, my man, hold your tongue. You did not 
come here to sell butter , you are dealing with a lady 
who never drove a bargain in her life. Your line of 
business, old boy, will leave you shorter by a head some 
of these days.’ 

Corentin tapped him amicably on the shoulder and 
continued, ‘You cannot be in the service of both 
Chouans and Blues at once for very long.’ 

It took all Galope-Chopine’s self-possession to choke 
down his wrath, and so prevent himself from rebutting 
this accusation, which, owmg to his avarice, was a true 
one. He contented himself with saying — 
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‘ The gentleman has a mind to laugh at me.* 

Corentm had turned his back upon the Chouan , but 
as he greeted Mile, de Verneuil, whose heart stood still 
with terror, he could easily watch the man in the mirror. 
Galope-Chopine, who believed that the spy could no 
longer see him, looked inquiitngly at Frandne, and 
Francme pointed to the door, saying — 

‘Come along with me, good man; we shall alwa}'S 
manage to settle things comfortably.’ 

Nothing had been lost upon Corentm. He had seen 
everything. He had noticed the contraction of Mile, de 
Verneuil’s mouth, which her smile had failed to disguise , 
and her red flush, and the alteration in her features, as 
well as the Chouan’s uneasiness and Francine’s gesture. 
He felt certain that Galope-Chopine was a messenger 
from the iVIarquis, caught at the long hair of the man’s 
goatskins, stopped him just as he v/as going out, drtv/ 
him back so tiat he confronted his own steady gaze, and 
said — 

‘Where do you live, my good friend ? I wan.‘ 
butter ’ 

‘Good gentleman,’ the Chouan answered, ‘everybody 
in Fougeres knows where I live. I am, as you may 
say ’ 

‘ Corentin * * cried A'lUe. de Verneuil, breaking in upon 
Galope-Chopine’s answer, ‘it is a great piece of presump- 
tion on your part to pay me a visit at this time of day, 
and to take me by surprise hke this • I am scarcely 
dressed * Leave the peasant m peace, he understands 
your tactics as httle as I understand your motives for 
them. Go, good fellow I ’ 

Galope-Chopine hesitated for a moment before he 
went The indecision of an unlucky wretch who cannot 
tell whom he must obey, whether it was real or feigned, 
had already succeeded in deceiving Corentm ; and the 
Chouan, at an imperative gesture from Marie, tramped 
heavily away Then Mile, de Vernenil and Corentm 



A Day without a ‘Morrow 'Z99 

looked at one another in silence. This time Mane’s 
clear eyes could not endure the intensity of the and glare 
that was Shed upon her in the other’s gaze. The deter- 
mined manner with which the spy had made his way 
into her room, an expression on his face which was new 
to Mane, the dull sounti of his thin voice, his attitude, 
everything about him, alarmed her. She felt that a secret 
struggle had begun between them, and that he was exert- 
ing all the powers of his sinister influence against her , 
but although at that moment she distinctly beheld the 
full extent of the gulf, and the depths to which she 
had consigned herself, she drew sufiicient strength from 
her love to shake oft’ the icy cold of her presentiments. 

‘ Corentin,’ she began, with an attempt at mirth, ‘ I 
hope you will allow me to finish my toilette ’ 

‘Mane,’ said he, ‘ — yes, allow me to call you so — you 
do not know me yet • Listen I A less sharp-sighted 
man than I am would have found out your love for the 
Marquis de Montauran before this I have again and 
iigain ofFered you my heart and my hand. You did not 
think me worthy of you, and perhaps you are right j but 
if you think that you are too much above me, too 
beautiful or too high-minded for me, I can easily make 
you come down to my level. My ambitions and my 
doctrines have inspired you with scanty respect for me, 
and, to be plain with you, you are wrong. The value of 
men is even less than my estimate of them, and I rate 
them at next to nothing. There can be no doubt but 
that I shall attain to a high position, to honours that 
will gratify your pride Who will love you better than 
I ’’ Over whom will you have such an absolute 
dominion as over the man who has loved you for five 
years past ' At the nsk of making an impression upon 
you which will not be m my favour (for you have no 
idea that it is possible to renounce, through excess of love, 
the woman whom one worships), I will give you a 
measure of the disinterested affection with which I adore 
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you. Do not shake your pretty head in that way. If 
the Marquis loves you, marry him, but first make quite 
sure of his sincerity. If I knew that you were dis- 
appointed in him, I should be in despair, for your hap- 
piness IS dearer to me than my o^n. My determination 
may surprise you, but you must ascribe it simply to the 
prudence of a man who is not fool enough to wish to 
possess a woman against her will. I blame myself, more- 
over, and not you, for the futility of my efforts. I hoped 
to win you by dint of submission and devotion , for, as 
you know, for a long time past I have tned to make you 
happy, after my notions, but you have thought fit to 
reward me for nothing.’ 

‘ I have endured your presence,’ she said haughtily. 

‘ Say further that you are sorry to have done so ’ 

‘After you have committed me to this disgraceful 
enterprise, are thanks still owing to you ? ’ 

‘When I proposed an undertaking to you, in which 
timorous souls might find something blameworthy, I had 
only your fortune in view,’ he answered audaciouslyf 
‘ As for me, whether I succeed or fail, I can now make 
every sort of result conduce to the ultimate success of 
my plans. If you should marry Montauran, I shall be 
delighted to make myself useful to the Bourbon cause in 
Paris, where I am a member of the Clichy Club. As it 
happens, any circumstance that put me in correspondence 
with the princes would persuade me to quit the cause of 
a Republic which is tottering to its fall. General 
Bonaparte is far too clever not to perceive that he cannot 
possibly be at once in Germany and Italy and here wh ere 
the Revolution is on the wane He arranged the i8th 
Brumaire because, no doubt, he wished to obtain the best 
possible terms from the Bourbons, in treating with them 
as to France , for he is a very clever fellow, and has no 
lack of capacity But politicians ought to get ahead of 
him on the road on which he has entered. As to betray- 
ing France, we who are superior to any scruples on that 
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score, can leave them to fools. I am fully empowered — I 
do not conceal it from you — either to open negotiations 
with the Chouan chiefs or to extirpate them j for my 
patron Fouche is deep fellow enough, he has always 
played a double game. Durmg the Terror he was at 
once for Robespierre and*for Dan ton ” 

‘ Whom you forsook like a coward I ’ she said. 

‘ Rubbish,’ replied Corentin , ‘he is dead, forget him. 
Come, speak your mind frankly , I have set the example. 
The chief of demi-brigade is shrewder than he looks, 
and if you wish to elude the watch he keeps, I might be 
useful to you. So long as you stay here, beneath his eye, 
you are at the mercy of his police. You see how quickly 
he learned that the Chouan was with you I How could 
his military sagacity fail to make it plain to him that 
your least movements would keep him informed as to 
the whereabouts of the Marquis, if you are loved by 
Montauran ? ’ 

Mile de Verneuil had never heard such gently afFec- 
yonate tones before. Corentin seemed to be absolutely 
smcere, and to put full trust in her. The poor girl’s 
heart so readily received generous impressions, that she 
was about to intrust her secret t?o the serpent who had 
wound his coils about her. She bethought herself, how- 
ever, that she had no proof whatever that this crafty talk 
was genuine, and so she felt no hesitation about deceiv- 
ing the man who was watching her. 

‘Well,’ she answered, ‘you have guessed my secret, 
Corentin. Yes, I love the Marquis , but I am not loved 
by him, or at least, I fear not ; so that the rendezvous 
he has made seems to me to hide some trap.’ 

‘But you told us yesterday that he had come with you 
as far as Fougeres,’ Corentin replied. ‘ If he had 
intended violence, you would not be here.’ 

‘Your heart is withered, Corentin. You can base 
cunningly contrived schemes on the occurrences of 
ordinary life, but you cannot reckon with the course of 
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passion. Perhaps that is the cause of the aversion that 
you always inspire in me. But as you are so clear-sighted, 
try to understand hov/ it is that a man from whom the 
day before yesterday I parted m anger is v/aiting eagerly 
for me to-day on the Mayenne road, at a house m 
Flongny, towards the end of the day * 

At this confession, which seemed to have escaped from 
her m a moment of excitement natural enough in a 
nature so passionate and outspoken, Corentin reddened, 
for he was still young , but furtively he gave her one of 
those keen glances that try to explore the soul. Mile, de 
Verneuil’s feigned revelation of self had been made so 
skilfully that the spy was deceived. He made answer 
with a semblance of good nature, ‘Would you like me 
to follow you at a distance ? I would take soldiers in 
plain clothes with me, and we should be at your orders ’ 

‘I agree to it,’ said she, ‘but promise me, on your 
honour — Oh, no * for I put no faith in that j on your 
salvation — but you do not believe m God 3 on your soul 
. — but perhaps you have no soul. What guarantee can 
you give me of your fidelity ^ And yet I am trusting in 
you, notwithstanding, and I am putting into your hands 
more than my hfe, or ray love, or my revenge I ’ 

The faint smile that appeared over Corentin’s sallow 
features showed Mile, de Verneuil the danger that she 
had just escaped. The agent of police, whose nostrils 
seemed to contract rather than to expand, took his 
victim’s hand and kissed it with every outward sign of 
deep respect, and took leave of her with a not ungraceful 
bow. 

Three hours later, MUe de Verneuil, who stood in fear 
of Corentin’s return, stole out of St. Leonard’s gate and 
took the narrow path down the Nid-aux-Crocs, which led 
into the Nan^on valley. She thought herself safe as she 
went imnoticed, through the labyrinth of tracks which 
led to Galope-Chopine’s cabin, whither she betook herself 
with a light heart, for the hope of happmess led her on, as 
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well as a strong wish to save her lover from the dangers 
that threatened him. 

Corentin, meanwhile, went in quest of the com- 
mandant. He had some difficulty In recognising Huiot 
when he came upon him m a little square, where the 
commandant was deep rti military preparations. Indeed, 
the brave veteran had made a sacrifice of which the merit 
can hardly be estimated. His queue had been cut oft', he 
had shaved his moustache, and there was a trace of 
powder about his hair which was clipped as short as a 
priest’s. He wore great iron-bound shoes, and had ex- 
changed his old blue uniform and his sword for goat- 
skins, a belt adorned with pistols, and a heavy carbine 
Thus accoutred he was reviewing two hundred of the 
townsmen of Fougeres, whose costumes might have de- 
ceived the eyes of the most expert Chouan. The martial 
fervour of the little town and of the native Breton 
character was very evident. There was no novelty about 
the spectacle. Here and there a mother or sister carried 
to a son or brother a gourd of brandy or pistols that had 
been forgotten. A number of old men were investigating 
the quality and quantity of the cartridges supplied to the 
National Guards thus metamorphosed into Countcr- 
Chouans, whose high spirits seemed more in accordance 
with a hunting party than with a dangerous enterprise 
The skirmishes of Chouannerie, wherein Breton towns- 
men fought with Breton peasants, appeared, in their eyes, 
to be a substitute for the tournaments of chivalry. 
Possibly this fervid patriotism had its source in certain 
grants of National property , but the benefits of the 
Revolution (which were better appreciated in the towns), 
as well as party spirit and a characteristic and innate love 
of fighting, all counted for something in bringing about 
their enthusiasm, 

Huiot went through the ranks in admiration, making 
inquiries of Gudin, to whom he had transferred the friend- 
ship he had formerly entertained for Merle and Gerard 
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A crowd of townspeople, examining the preparations for 
their expedition, compared the appearance of their undis- 
ciplined fellovz-countrymcn with that of a battalion of 
Hulot’s own demi-bngade. 

Silent and motionless, the Blues stood drawn up in lint, 
under the command of their officers, awaiting the orders 
of the commandant, whom the eyes of every soldier fol- 
lowed about from group to group. As Corentin ap- 
proached the chief of demi-brigade, he could not repress 
a smile at the change that had been v/rought in Hulot’s 
face He looked like a portrait which no longer bears 
any likeness to the original 

‘ What is the news now ? ’ Corentin asked him. 

^ Come and fire a shot along with us, and you will 
know,’ the commandant replied, 

‘ Oh ' I do not belong to Fougeres,’ answered Corentin. 

* That IS easy to see, citizen,’ said Gudin. 

A mocking laugh broke out here and there among the 
groups of bystanders. 

^ Do you imagine,’ retorted Corentin, ‘ that France 
can only be served with the bayonet ^ ’ He turned his 
back on the scoffers and went up to one of the women to 
inquire the purpose and the destination of the expedition. 

‘ Alas ' good sir, the Chouans are even now at Flongny ' 
They say that they are more than three thousand strong, 
and that they are marching on Fougeres.’ 

‘ Flongny I ’ cned Corentin, turning pale. 

‘ Then her rendezvous is not there • . . . Are they 
really at Flongny on the road to Mayenne ? ’ he asked, 

‘ There is only one Flongny,’ the woman answered, 
and as she spoke, she indicated the road that was cut 
short by the summit of La PHenne. 

‘ Are you looking for the Marquis de Montauran ? ’ 
Corentin asked the commandant 

‘ Rather I ’ Hulot answered shortly. 

‘Then he is not at Flongny,’ Corentin resumed. 

‘ Bnng your own battalion and the National Guard to 
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bear on that point, but keep a 'few of your Counter- 
Chouans with you and wait for me.’ 

‘He IS too cunning to be mad,’ the commandant 
exclaimed, as he watched Corentul set off with hasty 
strides. ‘ He is the very king of spies I ’ 

Hulot immediately gate his battalion a signal to depart. 
The Repubhcan soldiers marched silently and without 
beat of drum through the narrow suburb that hes on the 
way to the Mayenne road, forming a long streak of blue and 
red among the houses and trees. The disguised National 
Guards followed them, but Hulot stayed behind in the 
little square, with Gudin and a score of the smartest of 
the young men of the town. He was waiting for Corentin, 
whose enigmatical air had roused his curiosity. Francine 
herself told Corentin that Mile, de Verneuil had gone out, 
and the keen-witted spy’s surmise became a certainty. He 
started out at once in quest of any light that he could 
obtain as to this abrupt departure, which with good 
reason seemed suspicious to him. Corentin learned from 
^e soldiers in the guard-house at St. Leonard’s gate 
that the fair stranger had gone down the path on the side 
of the Nid-aux-Crocs , he hurried to the Promenade, and 
unluckily reached it just in time to watch all Marie’s 
slightest movements from his post of observation. Though 
she had dressed herself in a hood and gown of green, so 
as to be less conspicuous, the quick uneven movements 
of her almost frenzied progress among the hedges, now 
^ leafless and white with hoar-frost, readily betrayed the 
direction in which she was going. 

‘ Ah I ’ he cned, ‘ you should by rights be on the way to 
Flongny, and you are going down the dale of Gibarry ^ 
I am a fool after all. She has tncked me. Patience, 
though, I can light my lamp in the daytime quite as 
well as at night.’ 

Corentin, who had all but detected the spot where the 
two lovers were to meet, hurried back into the square 
just as Hulot was leaving it to rejoin his troops. 


f 


306 The Chouans 

‘ Halt, general • ’ he shouted, and the commandant 
came back In a brief space Corentm put the soldier m 
possession of the facts that seemed to be visible threads m 
a web as yet concealed from them. Hulot, struck v/ith 
the diplomatist’s astuteness, seized him by the arm. 

^ Mille tonnerresf you are right, citizen Pry* The 
bandits down there are making a feint * The two flying 
columns that I sent out to reconnoitre the neighbourhood 
which lies between the road to Antram and the road to 
Vitre have not yet come back. So we shall, no doubt, obtain 
reinforcements in the country which will come in hand), 
for the Gars is not such a fool as to venture out v/ithout 
his blessed screech-owls Gudin,’ he went on, addressing 
the young Fougerais, ‘ hurry off, and let Captain Lebrun 
know that he can do without me at Florigny ; tell him 
to give the brigands there a dressing-down, and come 
back agam in less than no time. You know the short 
cuts. I shall wait for you here to set out on a hunt for 
the ci-</£7/a«r, and to avenge the murders at the Vivetiere. 
Tomierre de Dieu f how he runs * ’ he added, as be 
watched Gudin set ofF, and vanish as if by magic. ‘How 
Gerard would have liked that fellow I ’ 

When Gudin came back he found the numbers of 
HuloPs little band increased. A few soldiers had been 
withdrawn from the guard-houses in the town. The 
commandant told the young Fougerais to pick out a 
dozen of his countrymen who were best acquainted with 
the risky trade of Counter-Chouan, and ordered him to 
make his way through St Leonard’s gate so as to go over 
the whole length of that side of the hills of St. Sulpice 
\”hich overlooked the main valley of the Couesnon, the 
side moreover on which Galope-Chopine’s cabin lay. 
Hulot put himself at the head of his remaining men, and 
went out of the town through the gate of St. Sulpice, 
meaning to climb the hills and to follow the line of their 
crests, where, according to his calculations, he ought to 
fall in with Beau-Pied and his men, v/hom he intended to 
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self left the road, and vaulted lightly over the cchalter 
into the first field of broom that he came across. Six of 
his fellows v/ent with him, while the otlier six, in obedi- 
ence to his orders, took the fields to the right, so that m 
this way they beat up both sides of the road. Gudin 
himself hurried to an apple-tree that stood in the mid-,t 
of the broom. At the sound of the footsteps of the six 
Counter-Chouans, whom Gudin led through the forest of 
bushes, making every effort the v/hile not to disturo the 
rime upon them, Beau-Hied and seven or eight men 
under his command hid themselves behind some chestnut 
trees that grew on the summit of the hedge, by which 
the field was surrounded. In spite of the 'vhite cover 
that enveloped the country, and in spite of their v.t 
trained eyes, the lads from Fougeres at first did 
notice the others, who had made a sort of rampart of i 
trees 

‘ Hush f ’ said Bcau-Picd, who had raised his head fir^ 
‘here they are > The brigands have got ahead of us 
but since we have them here at the ends of our zun 
don’t let us miss them, or, my word for it, we shall no 
even be fit to be soldiers to the Pope ' ’ 

Gudin’s keen eyes, however, had at last discerned the 
barrels of the muskets that were pointed at his litth 
party. Eight loud voices immediately shouted, ‘Whe 
goes there ^ ’ a bitter gibe that was followed up at 
once by eight shots. The bullets v.'histled about 
the Counter-Chouans , one was hit in the arm, and 
another dropped Five of the party who remained un- 
hurt retorted with a volley, as they answered, ‘Friends 
and marched rapidly upon their supposed enemies, so as 
to come upon them before they could reload. 

‘We did not know that there v/as so much truth in 
what we said,’ the young sub-lieutcnant exclaimed, as he 
recognised the uniforms and shabby hats of his demi- 
brigade. ‘We have acted m true Breton fashion, fight- 
ing first, and asking for explanations afterwards.’ 
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The eight soldiers stood dumbfounded at the sight of 
Gudin. ‘ Plague take it, sir, who the devil could help 
taking you for the brigands in those goatskins of yours?’ 
cried Beau-Pied dolefully. 

^ It IS unlucky, and none of us are to blame, for you 
were not told beforehind that our Counter-Chouans 
were going to make a sortie But what are you about ?’ 
Gudin asked him 

‘We are looking out for a dozen Chouans, sir, who 
are amusing themselves by breaking our backs We have 
been running for it like poisoned rats, but our logs are 
^suff with jumping over these tJia/urs and hedges (heaven 
jf^pnfound them I), so we were taking a rest I think by 
Q^jw the brigands must be somewhere near the shanty 
[j-giu see over there with the smoke rising from it ’ 

‘Good • ’ cried Gudin ‘ As tor vou,' lie said to Beau- 
jxg'ied, and his eight men, ‘fell back across the fields on 
jjjhe crags of St. Sulpice, and support the line of sentinek 
that the commandant has posted there It will nut do 
^/or you to stay with us, as vou are in uniform A'ltl/f 
{ cartouches f We want to put an end to the dogs, the 
j Gars is among them > Your comrades will tell you more 
^ about It than I can. File to the left, and do not fire on 
j half-a-dozen of our goatskins, whom \uu mav come 
I across. You can tell our Chouans b\' their cravats , they 
are wound round their necks without a knot.’ 

Gudin left the two wounded men under the apple- 
tree, and went towards Galope-Chopine’s house, which 
Beau-Pied had pointed out to him, guided by the smoke 
that rose from it. While the }oung officer had been put 
on the track of the Chouans by a chance fray common 
enough m this war, but which might have been much 
more serious, the little detachment under Hulot’s com- 
mand had reached a point m his line of operations 
parallel with that reached by Gudin on the other side. 
The veteran, at the head of his Counter-Chouans, 
stole noiselessly along the hedges with all the eagerness 
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quickly drew back his head through the gap he had just 
made, for Hulot, on the summit, had cut oft the v/ay to 
Fougeres. He looked for a moment at his mistress, who 
uttered a despairing cry , for she heard the tramp of 
the three detachments who had met at last about the 
house 

‘ Go out first,’ he said , ‘you will save my life ’ 

For her those words were sublime. Full of h.ippincs-;, 
she went and stood in the doorway, while the Marquis 
cocked his blunderbuss. The Gars calculated the distancc 
between the cabin door and the echalier^ suddenly con- 
fronted the seven Blues, riddled the group with shot, and 
made his way through their midst All three detach- 
ments flung themselves upon the echo her that the chief 
had just cleared, only to see him running across the field 
with incredible swiftness. 

‘Fire* fire* in the devil’s name* You arc no 
Frenchmen * Fire, you wretches * ’ thundered Hulot. 

As he called these words from the top of the knoll, his 
own men and Gudin’s troop fired a volley point blank, , 
which, luckily, was badly aimed. The Marquis had 
already reached the echalur at the other end of the nearest 
field, and was just entering the next, when he was all 
but overtaken by Gudin, who had flung himself after him 
in hot pursuit. When the Gars heard the footsteps of 
his formidable antagonist not many yards behind him, he 
redoubled his speed , but in spiteof this, botliGudinand the 
Marquis reached the third ecbalier almost at the same time. 
Montauran adroitly flung his blunderbuss at Gudin’s 
head, and struck the Counter-Chouan a blow that made 
him slacken his pace. It is impossible to describe Mane’s 
agony of mind, and the intense interest with which 
Hulot and his troops watched this spectacle, each one 
unconsciously imitating the gestures of the two runners 
in a dead silence. The Gars and Gudin both reached 
the screen of copse, now white with hoar frost, when 
the officer suddenly fell back and disappeared behind an 
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.ipplc tree. Some score of Chouaiis, who had not dared 
to lire for fear of hilling their leader, now appeared, and 
riddled the tree with balls. All Hulot’s little band set 
out It a run to rescue Gudin, who, being without 
weapon'^, fled towards them from one apple tree to 
another, choosing the diomcnts when the Chasseurs du 
R:t were reloading, for his flight. He was not long in 
jeopirdy. The Countcr-Chouans joined the Blues , and, 
uith Hulot at their head, they came to the young officer’s 
assistance pist at the place where the Marquis had flung 
awa\ hts blunderbuss. 

As they came up, Gudin caught a glimpse of his foe, 
who was sitting eshausted beneath one of the trees in the 
little copse , and leasing lus comrades to shoot from 
behind tlicir cover at the Chouans who were entrenched 
behind a hedge along the side of the field, he made a 
circuit round them and went in the direction of the 
Marquis with the eagerness of a besist of prey. When 
the Chasseurs du Rci saw his manauivre they utte'red 
^fearful jells to warn their chief of his danger, then, after 
firing a round at the Countcr-Chouans, with poacher’s 
luck, they tried to hold their own against them , but the 
Countcr-Chouans boldly climbed the bank which served 
their e'nemies as a rampart, and took a murderous revenge. 
Upon tins the Chouans made for the road that ran beside 
the enclosure in which the skirmish had taken place, and 
m idc themselves masters of the high ground, abandoned 
by a blunder of Hulot’s Before the Blues knew where 
they were, the Chouans had entrenched themselves 
among the gaps m the crests of the rocks, and thus 
sheltered, they could pick off Hulot’s men in safety, 
should the latter show any disposition to follow them 
thither, and thus prolong the fight. 

Whilst Hulot and a few of his soldiers were going 
slowly towards the copse m search of Gudin, the men 
of Fougeres stayed behind to strip the dead, and dispatch 
the living Chouans, for no prisoners were made on either 
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side in this temole war. The Alarqms being in safety., 
both Chouans and Bhes rccogniced me strength of thc.r 
respective positions, and the''futjht7 of continuing the 
struggle, so that neither party no.’/ thought of anything 
but of beating a retreat. 

I lose this >oung man,’ tHn’ot c/.chimed, as te 
caremllv scanned the copse, ‘ I v/iil nc’.er mace a.’oihcr 
friend.’ 

‘ Oho ! ’ said one of the bds from Fougeres, there’s a 
bird here v/itn }e']oy/ feathers,’ and lu held up for h.s 
felloA'-countr^'mcn’s inspect on a purse full of gold pieces 
that he had just found in the pocket of a stout man m 
black clothes. 

‘ But what base v. c here ?’ asked another, as .'"e- dre v 
a bresnar," from the dead man’s o.ercoat ^ H^re be hoi * 
goods j this IS a priest*’ he e/.ch'med, as be flung the 
breriary down. 

‘The robber ! He v/ilI make bankrupts of u» * ’ said a 
third, who had only found tAo croA'ns of s.x francs eadi 
in the pockets of the Chouan that he a as smippmg. 

‘Yes, but he has a famous pair of sre.-,’ s.i.d a so'u er,' 
v/ho made as though he v/ould help nirr.;e!f to them. 

‘ You shall have them if the^ fall to your s/are,’ a 
Fougerais answered, as he dragged them orf tna fret of 
the dead Chouan, and flung tn_m dov. non a pile of goods 
already heaped togetner. 

A fourth Cotmter-Chouan took cha’'2e of tnc more,', 
so as to divide it when the so’d eta belon'zing to the part; 
should return. Hu*ot came oack v.ith the >oung oScer, 
w'hose last attempt to come up with tnc Gats had been 
as useless as it was dangerous, and found a score of hjS 
own men and some thirty Counter-Cfiouans stanemg 
round elei en of their dead fees, who^e bodies had been 
flung into a furroA* below the hedge. 

‘Soldiers’’ Hulot shouted sternly ; ‘I forbid }OU to 
take any part of those rags. Fall in, and look scarp 
about it I ’ 
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It is all very well about the money, commandant,’ 
said one of the men, exhibiting for Hulot’s benefit a pair 
of shoes out of which his five bare toes were protruding , 
‘ but those shoes would fit me like a glove,’ he went on, 
pointing the butt end of his gun at the pair of iron- 
bound' shoes before him* 

‘ So you want a pair of English shoes on your feet I ’ 
was Hulot’s reply. 

‘ But ever since the war began we have always shared 

the booty ’ began one of the Fougerais in a respectful 

voice. Hulot broke in upon him roughly with — 

‘You fellows can follow your customs, I make no 
objection.’ 

‘ Wait a bit, Gudin, there is a purse here, and it is not 
so badly off for louis , you have been at some trouble, so 
your chief will not object to your taking it,’ said one of 
his old comrades, addressing the officer. 

Hulot, in annoyance, looked at Gudin, and saw him 
turn pale. 

^ ‘ It is my uncle’s purse ^ ’ the young fellow exclaimed 
Exhausted and weary as he was, he went a step or two 
towards the heap of bodies, and the first that met his 
eyes happened to be that of his own uncle. He had 
scarcely caught sight of the florid face, now furrowed 
with bluish lines, of the gunshot wound and the stiffened 
arms, when a smothered cry broke from him, and he said, 
‘ Let us march, commandant I ’ 

The Blues set off, Hulot supporting his young friend, 
who leant upon his arm. ‘ Tonnerre de Duu f ’ said the 
old soldier. ‘ Never mind I ’ 

‘ But he IS dead > ’ Gudin replied , ‘ he is dead I He 
was the only relation I had left, and though he cursed 
me, he was fond of me. If the King had come back, the 
whole country would have wanted my head, but the old 
fellow’s cassock would have screened me.’ 

‘ What a fool I ’ remarked the National Guards, who 
stayed behind to divide the booty, ‘the old boy was well 

X 
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were the gaxs from Saint Georgcj,’ she made ans,', er, 
tremblingj ‘aird I myself told them v/ht.re ili; Cars 
was.’ 

iCow It was Galope-Chopine’s ru'-n :o gro.'/ pa'e; he 
set his porrinser dov/n on the ed^e of the table. 

‘I sent oiTr little chap to v/arn ;0U,’ the ternned 
Barbette v.ent on ; ‘he did not find }ou.’ 

The Chouan rose to his feet and dealt his "hfe 
such a violent blow, that she fell back hah' dead upon 
the bed 

‘Accursed garce^ he said, ‘too ha.c /tilled me 1 ’ 

Then terror seized him, and ho took n's /. ife m h»s 
arms ‘ Barbette ! ’ he cned, ‘ Barbette • , . . H0I7 
Virgin 1 My hand -.sas too heeivy ’ ’ 

‘ Do you think that Marche- a-Terre will get to knot/ 
about It? ’ she said, vs hen she opened her e,e^ again. 

‘The Gars has gi-en ordc.''S for an nquny, to be mabe, 
so as to know' where the treachery came fro.a an3.v,.fvJ 
the Chouan 

‘ Did he tell ^/larche-a-Terre ' ’ » 

‘ Pille-Miche and }.Iarche-a-Terre ’.ere at Flongay ’ 

Barbette breathed more freely. 

‘ If they touch a single ha'r of vou.- heae,’ she :aid, ‘ I 
will nnse their griasses v'/ith v nc'mr.’ 

‘ Ah 1 I have no appetite now > ’ Galopc-ChopiT.e 
exclaimed dejectedlv. 

His wife set another full p’tcher befo'e him, but he save 
no heed to it. Two great tears left their traces on 
Barbette’s cheeks, and moistened the v.rincles on rer 
withered face. 

‘Li sten, wife. To-morrow morning ' ou must make a 
heap of faggots on the crags of Sc. SuIpCe to tne nghc of 
Sc. Leonard, and set fire to them. Tnat is the s goal 
agreed upon between the Gars and tne o’d rict.ur of 
Saint Georges, who v/ili come and say a mass for hinu’ 

‘ Is he gomg to Fougeres r ’ 

‘Yes. He is gomg to see his pretty lass, and on 
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Pille-Miche clutched the sufFtrer’s urm, drew him into a 
corner, and said to him — 

‘Confess your sins to me, I will repeat tlitm to a 
priest of the true Church, and he will j^ivc me absolution , 
if there is any penance, I will do it for you ’ 

Galopc-Chopine obtained some respite by the way in 
which he made his confession , but in spite of the number 
of his sins and the full account winch he gave (ff them, 
he came at last to the end of the list 

‘ Alas I ’ he said, when he had finished, ‘since I am 
speaking to you, my cousin, as to a confessor, I aiRrm to 
you, by the holy name of God, tliat I have nothing to 
reproach myself with, unless it is that I have now and them 
buttered my bread a little too well , and I call St I>abrc 
over there above the chimney-piece to bear witness, that 
I have not said a word about the Gars. No, my Iricnds, 
I did not betray him.’ 

‘ All right, get up, cousin , you will etphin aU that to 
the hon Dteu when the time comci ’ 

‘ Let me say one little word of good-bye to Barbs ’ 

‘Come, now,’ said Marche-a-Terre, ‘if \ou want us 
not to think more ill of you than wc can help, behave 
yourself like a Breton, and die decently.' 

The two Chouans seized on Galope-Chopme again, 
and stretched him on the bench, where he lay making no 
sign of resistance save convulsive movements prompted 
by physical fear, there was a heavy thud of the hatchet, 
and a sudden end of his smothered cries ; his head had 
been struck oiFat a blow. Marche-a-Terre took it up by 
a lock of hair, and went out of the hut He looked about 
him and found a great nail m the doorway, about which 
he twisted the strand of hair, and so suspended the bloody 
head, without even closing the eyes. The two Chouans 
washed their hands leisurely in a great earthen pan, full 
of water, put on their hats, took up their carbines, and 
sprang over the echaUer^ whistling the tunc of the ballad 
of The Captaifi. At the end of the field Pillc-Michc 
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and to make me forget all that I have suffered, for I have 
suffered greatly, as you know, dear child.’ 

‘You, Mane' You to-night the Marquise <it 
Muiuaunn ? Ah’ until it is o\cr and done, I shall 
think tint I am dreaming. Who taught him to know 
tour worth?’ * 

‘ But he ins not nulv a handsome face, dear child , he 
ha-- a '■oul too * If \ on h id seen him m d in^er, as I did ' 
i\h ' he IS so him, he needs must know how' to love 

U C »i ’ 

^ If vou love him so much, whv do ton allow him to 
coim to i . ( s ? ’ 

‘111 'M tinu to s.>\ ^ wool to cich other hrtorc w< 
wire sirp rd ' HcNdi'- tli it, is ii not one more proof 
of ills jo ( ' Cm < 'lie c \ < r I . c < noli jh ot them ? , . 

Do nu 1 ur Ik will not he here vet ' 

i>ii' sf irnu tho 'hts still nun ’led thcmsiKcs with the 
nns e’ ( ^ of soiyictn , ind I’lin ind a.: iin she spoikd the 
c '(li'v arnn t.’ rUsts, is fur hair was drc'Sid, hv 

mo\ r « 's th »t '(( nu d to be elti trie As she shook out 

a cu’’ n'*) w i\ e s, or smoothed tlie l’Iossv plots, a trace 
of nil trust 'Hide lu r isk hersi If w In the r the Marquis was 
I'lvir lu r I 'C And then cimc the thought th it such 
b ties \\.i\ Ki be u’lt '.'ini'n’t, lor in coming to seek 
her It 1 ou u rts hr Ind b do \ lud Imuself open to swift 
iiuitoi n , wnish.nent “siu studit tl keenlv in the mirror 
the elite 'sot I side 'iiue, of a smilt, of a slight con- 
truii") of her brows, of a gesture of an.:er, scorn, 
or Itiv t , scckin ’ in th s wav for a woman's w ile th it should 
probe the vo 1/14 chit t’s he ut, even it the last moment 
‘ "b'ou ue rijl’f, 1 iamine,’said sht ‘Like you, I wish 
tl .ihLm"i’i’ew ' e'ver I his is the last of my over- 
cloud' d ilivs — It is b ’ with mv death or our happiness 
This fog IS detestable,’ she iddeil, looking afresh at the 
summits of St Sul[)ice that were si ! iiidden from her 
With her own hinds she arranged the curtains of silk 
and muslin that driped the window, taking a pleasure in 
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give themselves up -to love m advance, so to speak. 
There is not one who does not say to herself, as Mile, de 
Verneuil said m her thought, ‘I shall be very happy 
to-night.’ The most innocent among them at such times 
sets this sweet hope in the least folds of the silk or muslin, 
and the harmony that»she establishes about her steeps the 
whole of her surroundings in an atmosphere of love. All 
things in this delicious world of her creation become 
living beings and onlookers, she already makes them 
accomplices in her happiness to come. At each move- 
ment and at each thought, she grows bold to rob the 
future. Soon her hopes and expectations cease, and she 
reproaches the silence. She must needs take the slightest 
sound for a presage, till doubt, at last, sets his talons in 
her heart, and she feels the torture of a burning thought 
that surges within her, and that brings something like a 
physical strain to bear upon her. Without the sustaining 
hope of joy, she could never bear those alternations of 
exultation and of anguish. Time after time Mile, de 
V erneuil had drawn the curtains aside, hoping to see a 
column of smoke rismg above the rocks, but the fog 
appeared to grow greyer every moment, until at last its 
grisly hues affected her imagination, and seemed to be 
full of evil augury. In a moment of impatience she let 
the curtain fall, and vowed to herself that she would not 
raise it again. She looked discontentedly roimd the room 
for which she had found a soul and a language, asked her- 
self whether her preparations had all been made in vam, 
and fell to pondering over them, at the thought. 

She drew Francine into the adjoining dressing-closet, 
in which there was a round casement looking out 
upon the dimly visible corner of the cliffs where the 
fortifications of the town joined the rocks of the 
promenade. 

‘ Little one,’ she said, ‘ put this in order for me, and let 
everythmg be fresh and neat * You may leave the salon 
in disorder, if you will,’ she added, with one of the smiles 
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Hulot stared in amazement at the peasant woman. 
Her wrinkled face was white, and her eyes were tearless. 

‘ But what will become of you yourself, mother <* It 
would be better if you took charge of the money yourself.’ 

She shook her head sadly. * I need nothing more now. 
You might clap me into the dungeons below Melusina’s 
tower there ’ (and she pointed to one of the towers of the 
castle), and the Chums would find means to get at me 
and kill me there * ’ 

She clasped her little lad in her arms, and her brow 
was dark with pain as she looked at him , two tears fell from 
her eyes, and with one more look at him she vanished. 

‘ Commandant,’ said Corentin, ‘ here is an opportunity, 
and if we mean to profit by it, we shall require two hard 
heads rather than one. We know everything, and yet 
we know nothing. If we were to encompass Mile, de 
Verneuil’s house at once, we should set her against us, 
and you and I, and your Counter-Chouans, and both 
your battalions all put together, would be no match for 
that girl, if she has taken it into her head to save her 
ci-devant. The fellow is a courtier, and consequently he 
IS crafty j he is a young man moreover, and mettlesome. 
We could never get possession of him as he enters 
Fougeres , he may possibly be in Fougeres already. And 
as for making domiciliary visits, the thing would be 
absurd > We should not take anything by it , it would 
give the alarm, and it would plague the townspeople.’ 

‘ I shall order the sentry on guard at St. Leonard to 
lengthen his round by two or three paces,’ said Hulot, out 
of patience ; ‘ in that way he will come in front of Mile, 
de Verneuil’s house. I shall arrange for every sentinel 
to give a signal, and I myself shall wait in the guard- 
house. Then when they let me know that any young 
man whatever has entered the town, I shall take a cor- 

oral and four men with me, and ’ 

‘ And how if the young man is not the Marquis after 
. ?’ said Corentin, interrupting the impeti'^^soldier. 

, Y 
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‘ How if the Marquis enters by none of the gates ? If he 

IS in Mile, tic Verneuil’s house already ? If — if ’ 

Corentin looked at the commandant with an air of 
superiority in which there was something so offensive that 
the old soldier exclaimed — 

^ Milk tonnerres de Dieu f Gdf about your business, 
citizen of hell • What is all that to me >* If this cock- 
chafer tumbles into one of my guard-houses, there is no 
help for it, but 1 must shoot him , if I hear that he is in 
a house, there is no help for it, but I must search the 
house and take him and shoot him But the devil fetch 

me if I will cudgel my brains to soil my uniform ’ 

‘ Commandant, the letter from the three ministers 
orders you to obey Mile, de Vcrneuil ’ 

‘ Let her come to me herself, citizen, and then I will 
see what I will do.’ 

‘Very good, citizen,’ Corentin answered stiffly, ‘she 
will not be very long about it. She shall tell you herself 
the hour and the minute when the a-devant comes 
Possibly she will not be content until she has seen you 
post the sentries and surround her house * ’ 

‘ He IS the devil incarnate • ’ said Hulot plaintively, as 
he watched Corentin stride back up the Queen’s Staircase, 
where all this had taken place, and reach St. Leonard’s 
gate. ‘ He is for betraying the citizen Montauran to 
me, bound hand and foot,’ the chief of demi-brigade went 
on, speaking to himself, ‘ and I shall have the plague of 
presiding at a court-martial ‘After all,’ said he, with a 
shrug of his shoulders, ‘the Gars is an enemy of the 
Republic , he killed my poor friend Gerard, and in any 
case he is an aristocrat. But the devil take it I ’ 

He turned quickly on his heel, and set out to go the 
rounds of the town, whistling the Marseillaise as he went. 

Mile, de Verneuil was steeped in those musings whose 
secrets he buried, as it were, in the inmost depths of the 
soul, musings made up of numberless thoughts and 
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‘ Do you see that column of smoke ? * he said, v;ith the 
unshaken calmness which he knew hov/ to preser.e in his 
haggard face, ho .vei-er deeply h's feelings had been stirred. 

‘XVhat connection can there possibly be between my 
departure and those weeds that ;hey are burning ? ’ she 
inquired. 

‘Why is your voice so changed?’ asked Corenttn. 

‘ Poor little thing,’ he added in gentle tones, ‘ I know 
ever}ahing ! The ^Vlarquis is coming to Fougeres to- 
day, and you had no purpose in your mind of giving 
him up to us v/hen you set this boudoir in such festive 
array, with flowers and hghts.’ 

MUe, de Verneuil turned pale. She read Montauran’s 
death-warrant in the e}« of this tiger in human shape, 
and the love within her for her lover grew to frenzy. 
Every hair of her head seemed to be a source of hideous 
and intolerable pain, and she sank down upon the otto- 
man. For a moment Corentin stood with his arms 
folded across his chest. He was half-pleased at the S’ght 
of a torture which avenged all the sarcasms and scorn r 
that the woman before him had heaped upon his head, 
half-vexed to see a being suffer whose yoke he had liked 
to bear, heavily though it bad lain on him. 

‘She loves him * ’ he said in a smothered ,oice. 

‘ Lcruis him ! ’ she cried , what does that word signify ? 

. . . Corentin, he is my life, my soul, my very 
breath ’ 

The man’s calmness appalled her; she flung herself at 
his feet. 

‘ Sordid soul • ’ she cried ; ‘ I would rather abase myself 
to obtain his life than abase mjself to take it * Save him 
I wiU, at the price of every drop of blood in me. Speak ! 
What do you want ? ’ 

Corentin trembled. 

‘I came to take my orders from }ou, Marie,’ he said, 
in dulcet tones, as he raised her '.vith pohshed grace. 
‘Yes, Marie, your insults will not check my devotion to 
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you, provided that you never deceive me again. As you 
know, Mane, no one ever fools me and goes scatheless.’ 

‘ Oh I if you want me to love you, Corentin, help me 
to save him > ’ 

‘Well, when is the iVIarquis coming >* ’ he said, forcmg 
himself to ask the question calmly. 

‘ Alas • I do not know.’ 

They both looked at each other in silence. 

‘I am lost * ’ said Mile, de Verneuil to herself. 

‘ She is playing me false,’ thought Corentin. ‘ Marie,’ 
he went on, ‘ I have two maxims : one is, never to 
believe a word that women say — which is the way to 
avoid being gulled by them ; and the other is, always to 
seek to discover whether they have not some motive for 
doing the very opposite of the thing they say, and for 
behaving in a fashion the very reverse of the course of 
action which they are kind enough to disclose to us in 
confidence. Now, we understand each other, I think.* 

‘ Admirably,’ replied Mile, de Verneuil. ‘ You require 
proofs of my good faith , but I am holding them back 
until you shall give me proofs of yours.’ 

‘Good-bye, mademoiselle,’ said Corentin drily. 

‘Come,’ the girl said, smiling at him, ‘sit down. Seat 
yourself ^ere, and do not be sulky, or I shall readily 
find means to save the Marquis without your aid. As 
for the three hundred thousand francs that are always 
spread out before your eyes, I can lay them there upon 
the chimney-piece, m gold, for you the moment that the 
Marquis is in safety.’ 

Corentin rose to his feet, drew back several paces, and 
looked at Mile, de Verneuil. 

‘You have grown nch in a very short time I ’ said he, 
with ill-concealed bitterness in his tones. 

‘ Montauran himself could offer you very much more 
for his ransom,’ said Mane, with a pitying smile. ‘So 
prove to me that it is in your power to protect him against 
all dangers, and ’ 
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^ Could you not arrange for him to c<;capc the very 
moment that he arrives,’ Corentin CAclaimcd suddenly, 
‘ for Hulot does not know the hour, and ’ 

He broke olF as though he blamed himself for having 
said too much. 

‘ But can it be that yau are asking me for a stratagem 
he went on, smiling in the most natural manner. ‘Listen, 
Mane, I am certain of your good faith. Promise that 
you v/ill make good to me all that I am losing by serving 
you, and I will see that that blockhead of a commandant 
shall sleep so soundly that the Marquis will be as much 
at liberty here in Fougeres as in Saint James itself.’ 

‘I give you my word,’ the girl said, with a kind of 
solemnity. 

‘ Not in that way though,’ he said. ‘ Swear it by 
your mother.’ 

Mile, de Verneuil shivered , then she raised a trembling 
hand and took the oath the man required of her. His 
manners underwent an instant change. 

‘ You may do what you will with me,’ said Corentin 
‘Do not deceive me, and you will bless me this evening *• 

‘ I believe you, Corentin I ’ exclaimed Mile, de V erneuil, 
quite softened towards him 

She bowed graciously as she took leave of him, and 
there was a kindliness not unmingled with v/onder in 
her smile, when she saw the expression of melancholy 
tenderness on his face 

‘ What an entrancing creature I ’ cried Corentin, as he 
withdrew. ‘And is she never to be mine, never to be 
the instrument of my fortune and the source of my 
pleasures? To think that she should throw herself at 
my feet f . . . Yes, the Marquis shall die ; and if I can 
only obtain her by plunging her in the mire, I v/ill thrust 
her down into it. Yet, it is possible that she mistrusts 
me no longer,’ he said to himself as he reached the square, 
whither he had unconsciously bent his steps ‘ A hundred 
thousand crowns at a moment’s nonce > She thinks that 
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’I covet money. It is a trick of hers, or else she has 
married him ’ 

Corentin did not venture to resolve on anything , he 
was lost in thought. The fog, which the sun had par- 
tially dispelled at noon, gradually thickened again, and 
grew so dense at last that Corentin could no longer see 
the trees, though they were only a short distance from him. 

‘ Here is a fresh piece of bad luck,’ he said to himself, 
as he went slowly back to his lodging. ‘It is impossible 
to see anything six paces ofF. The weather is shielding 
our lovers. How is a house to be watched when it is 
enveloped in such a fog as this ? Who goes there ? ’ he 
called, as he caught an arm belonging to some unknown 
person, who had apparently scrambled up on to the 
promenade over the most dangerous places of the rock. 

‘ It is I,’ was the guileless answer in a child’s voice 

‘ Ah i It IS the little red-foot lad. Do you not want 
to avenge your father ^ ’ Corentin asked. 

‘Yes I ’ cried the child. 

‘ Good. Do you know the Gars when you see him ? * 

‘Yes.’ 

‘ Better still. Now keep^with me, and do exactly as I 
bid you in everything, and you will finish your mother’s 
work, and earn some big pennies. Do you hke big 
pennies ? ’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘So you like big pennies, and you want to kill the 
Gars. I will take care of you. — Now, Mane I ’ Corentin 
said within himself after a pause, ‘ you shall give him up 
to us yourself. She is too impetuous to think calmly over 
the blow that I mean to give her , and besides, passion 
never reflects. She does not know Montauran’s hand- 
writing , now is the time to set the snare into which her 
nature will make her rush blindfold. But Hulot is 
necessary to me if my scheme is to succeed. I will go 
and see him. 

Meanwhile Mile, de Verneuil and Francine were 
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pondering devices for saving the Marquis from Corcntin's 
dubious generosity and Hulot’s bayonets. 

‘I will go and warn Inml’ the little Breton maid cried. 

‘ Mad girl * do you know where he is ? I myself, 
with all the instincts of my heart to guide me, might 
search a long while for him and nQiver find him.’ 

After devising a goodly number of the wild schemes 
that are so easily carried out by the fireside, Mile dc 
Yerneuil exclaimed, ‘When I see him, his peril will give 
me inspiration ' ’ 

Like all vehement natures, she delighted in leaving 
her course undecided till the last moment — trusting in 
her star, or in the ready wit and skill that seldom deserts 
a woman. Perhaps nothing had ever wrung her heart so 
violently before. Sometimes she seemed to remain in a 
kind of stupor, with her eyes set in a stare , sometimes 
the slightest sound shook her from head to foot, as some 
half-uprooted tree quivers violently when the woodman’s 
rope about it drags it hastily to its fall There v/as a 
sudden loud report in the distance as a dozen guns were ^ 
fired. Mile, de Verneml turned pale, caught Francine’a 
hand, and said — 

‘I am dying, Francine , they have killed liim ’ ’ 

They heard the heavy footstep of a soldier in the salon, 
and the ternfied Francine rose to admit a corporal. The 
Republican made a military salute, and presented Mile 
de Yerneuil with some letters written on soiled paper 
As he received no acknowledgment from tlie young lady 
to whom he gave them, he said as he withdrew — 

‘They are from the commandant, madame.’ 

Mile, de Yerneuil, a prey to dark forebodings, read the 
letter, which Hulot had probably written in haste — 

‘ Mademoiselle,’ so it ran, ‘my Counter-Chouans have 
seized one of the Gars’s messengers, who has just been 
shot Among the letters thus intercepted is the one that 
I send, which may be of some use to you,’ etc 

‘ Heaven be thanked, it was not he whom they killed >’ 
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she cried, as she threw the letter into the fire. She 
breathed more freely, and eagerly read the note that had 
just been sent to her. It was from the Marquis, and 
appeared to be addressed to Mme. du Gua — 

‘ No, my angel, this evening I shall not be at the 
Vivetiere, and this evSning you will lose your wager 
with the Count, for I shall triumph over the Republic in 
the person of this delicious girl, who is certainly worth a 
night, as you must agree. This is the only real advan- 
tage that I have gained in the campaign, for La Vendee is 
submitting. There is nothing left for us to do in France, 
and we will, of course, return to England together. But 
serious business to-morrow I ’ 

The note shpped from her fingers. She closed her 
eyes and lay back in absolute silence, with her head 
propped by a cushion. After a long pause she raised her 
eyes to the clock and read the hour j it was four in the 
afternoon. 

‘ And my lord is keeping me waiting I ’ she said, with 
savage irony. 

‘ Oh ^ perhaps he could not come I ’ said Francine. 

‘If he does not come,’ said Marie, in a smothered 
voice, ‘I will go myself to find him' But, no, he 
cannot be much longer now. Francine, am I very 
beautiful ? * 

‘You are very pale ' * 

‘ Look round ' ’ Mile de Verneuil went on ; ‘ might 
not the perfumed room, the flowers, and the lights, this 
intoxicating vapour and everytliing here, give an idea of 
a paradise to him whom to-night 1 will steep in the bliss 
of love ? * 

‘ What IS the matter, mademoiselle ? ® 

‘I am betrayed, deceived thwarted, cheated, duped, 
and ruined. I will kill him 1 I will tear him in pieces ' 
Oh • yes, there was always something contemptuous in 
his manner that he scarcely concealed, but I would not 
see It ' Oh ' this will kill me ' What a fool lam'’ 



The Chouans 


346 

she laughed , ‘he is on his way, and to-night I will 
teach him that, whether wedded to me or no, the 
man who has possessed me can never forsake me after- 
wards. My revenge shall be commensurate with his 
offence — he shall die in despair ' I thought that there 
v/as something great in him * but he is the son of a 
lackey, there is no question of it. Truly, he has deceived 
me cleverly ' Even now, I can scarcely beheve that the 
man who was capable of giving me up to Pille-Miche 
without mercy could condescend to trickery not unworthy 
of Scapin. It IS so easy to dupe a loving woman, that 
It IS the lowest depth of baseness * He might kill me , 
well and good , but that he should lie to me, to me who 
had set him on high I To the scaffold with him • I 
wish I could see him guillotined ' Am I so very cruel ■* 
He shall go to his death covered with kisses and caresses, 
which will have been worth twenty years of life to him.’ 

‘A'larie,* said Francine with angelic meekness, ‘be 
the victim of your lover, as so many another has been, 
but do not be his mistress or his executioner. In the 
depths of your heart you can keep his image, and it neea 
not make you cruel to yourself. If there were no joy in 
love when hope is gone, v/hat would become of us, poor 
women that we are ? The God of whom you never 
think. Mane, will reward us for having submitted to our 
lot upon earth — to our vocation of loving and suffering.’ 

‘Little puss,’ answered Mile, de Verneuil, as she 
stroked Francine’s hand, ‘your voice is very sweet and 
very winning. Reason, when she takes your form, has 
many charms. How I wish that I could obey you I ’ 

‘ You will forgive him ? You will not give him up ^ * 

‘ Hush I do not speak of that man any more. Corentin 
is a noble creature compared with him. Do you under- 
stand me ? ’ 

She rose to her feet. Her wild thoughts and unquench- 
able thirst for vengeance were concealed beneath the 
dreadful quietness of her face The very slowness of her 
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her. ‘ You look pale , what can have happened? Is it 
fitting for you to go out alone in this way ? Take my 
arm ’ 

‘ Where is the commandant ? ’ she asked him. 

Mile, de Verneml had scarcely finished the sentence 
when she heard a reconnoitnng f arty moving outside St. 
Leonard’s gate, and soon distingmshed Hulot’s deep bass 
voice among the other confused sounds. 

‘ Tannerre de Dieu > ’ he exclaimed. ‘ I have never 
seen it thicker than it is just now when we are making 
the rounds. The ci-devant seems to have the control of 
the weather.’ 

‘ What are you grumbling at ? ’ said Mile, de Verneuil, 
as she grasped his arm tightly ; ‘ the fog can hide ven- 
geance as well as perfidy. Commandant,’ she went on 
in a low voice, ‘ it is a question nov/ of taking such 
measures in concert with me that the Gars shall not 
escape us this time.’ 

‘Is he in your house?’ he asked, and there was a 
troubled sound m his voice that showed his astonishment. 

‘ No,’ she rephed j ‘ but give me a man that can be 
depended upon, and I will send him to you, to warn 
you of the Marquis’s arrival.’ 

‘ What are you domg ? * Corentin asked with eager 
haste. ‘ A soldier in your house will scare him, but a 
child (I will find one) will not awaken suspicion — — ’ 

‘Commandant,’ Mile, de Verneml resumed, ‘you 
can surround my house at once, thanks to this fog ^.at 
you execrate. Post soldiers about it in every direction. 
Place a picket in St. Leonard’s church so as to secure the 
esplanade, which is overlooked by my windows. Post 
men on the Promenade itself : for though mv wmdow is 
tv/enty feet fi-om the ground, despair sometimes gives 
strength sufficient to overleap the most perilous distances 
Listen ; I shall probably send this gentleman away 
through the house door , so you must give the task of 
watching it to none but a brave man , for no one can 
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Marche-a-Terre laid his great hand over his fn end’s 
mouth , then the muttered caution that he gave passed , 
from hne to line till it reached the last Chouan, who 
clung aloft to the heather on the schistous rock. As a 
matter of fact, Corentin was standing on the edge of the 
esplanade, and his ears were too accustomed to vigilance 
not to detect the rustling noises made by the shrubs as the 
Chouans pulled and twisted them, and the faint sound 
of the pebbles that fell to the foot of the precipice below. 
Marche-a-Terre apparently possessed the gift of seeing 
through the darkness, or his senses had become as acute 
as those of a savage by bemg constantly called into play. 
He had caught sight of Corentin, or perhaps he had 
scented him like a well-trained dog. The diplomatist 
spy listened intently to the silence, and scanned the 
natural wall of the schist, but he could discover nothing 
there. If the hazy dubious light allowed him to see a 
few of the Chouans at all, he took them for fragments of 
the rock, so thoroughly did the hving bodies preserve the 
appearance of inanimate nature. The danger to the 
' Iroop did not last long. Corentin’s attention was called 
away by a very distinct and audible sound which came 
from the other end of the Promenade at a spot where the 
buttress-wall came to an end and the sheer face of the 
rock began. A pathway that ran along the edge of the 
schist and communicated with the Queen’s Staircase 
also ended at this point, just where the rock and the 
masonry met. As Corentin reached the spot, a form rose 
up as if by magic before his eyes , and when, feeling 
doubtful as to its intentions, he stretched out a hand to 
lay hold of the being (phantom or otherwise), he grasped 
the soft and rounded outhnes of a woman. 

‘ The devil take it, good woman,’ he muttered in a low 
tone; ‘if you had happened on any one else, you might 
have come in for a bullet through your head. Where 
do you come from, and where are you going at this time 
of night ? Are you dumb ^ ’ 

z 
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‘ The Chouans are here • * cried Corentm in Hulot’s ears. 

‘ Impossible I but so much the better,’ said the com- 
mandant, heavy with sleep though he was 3 ‘there will be 
fighting at any rate • ’ 

When Hulot came to the Promenade, Corentm pointed 
out to him, through t^e darkness, the strange position 
occupied by the Chouans. 

‘They have either outwitted or gagged the sentries 
that I posted between the Queen’s Staircase and the 
castle,’ exclaimed the commandant. ‘ By Jove * what 
a fog It is I But patience > I will send fifty men and a 
lieutenant round to the base of the cliff. We must not 
set upon them fi-om above, for the brutes are so tough 
that they will let themselves drop to the bottom of the 
precipice hke stones, and never break a limb.’ 

The cracked beU in the church-tower struck two as 
the commandant came back to the promenade, after 
taking the most stringent measures a soldier could devise 
for surprising and seizing March-a-Terre and the 
^Chouans under his command. Every guard had been 
doubled, so that by this time Mile, de Verneuil’s house 
had become the central point about which a small army 
was gathered. The commandant found Corentm absorbed 
m contemplation of the window that looked out over 
the Papegaut’s tower. 

‘ Citizen,’ said Hulot, addressing him, ‘it is my belief 
that the a-devant is making fools of us all, for nothmg 
has stirred so far.’ 

‘ There he is I ’ cried Corentin, pointing to the window. 
‘ I saw a man’s shadow on the curtains. But I do not 
understand what has become of my httle boy. They 
have killed him or gamed him over. Look there, com- 
mandant , do you see <* It /r a man. Let us go.’ 

‘ Tonnerre de Dieu f lam not going to arrest him in 
bed. If he is in there, he is sure to come out , Gudin 
will not miss him,’ replied Hulot, who had his own 
reasons for delay. 
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‘ She IS very beautiful * ’ the priest CAclaimed. 

‘Yes,’ replied the first speaker, ‘but hov/ pale and 
troubled she is ’ 

‘And how absent-minded I ’ said the third ; ‘she does 
not see us.’ ^ 

At the door of her own room Mile, de Vcrneuil saw 
Francine, who whispered to her with a sweet and happy 
face, ‘ He is there, Mane • ’ 

Mile, de Verneuil seemed to awake, and to be able to 
think , she looked dov/n at the child whose hand she held, 
recognised him, and said to Francine — 

‘ Shut this little boy up somewhere, and if you wish me 
to live, be very careful not to let him escape.’ 

Whde she slowly uttered the words, she turned her 
eyes on the door of her room, on which they rested with 
such appalling fixity that it might have been thought 
that she saw her victim through the thickness of the 
panels. She softly pushed the door open, and closed it 
without turning herself, for she sav/ the Marquis standing 
before the hearth. He was handsomely but not too 
elaborately dressed 3 and there was an air of festival about 
the young noble’s attire that added to the radiance with 
which lovers are invested in women’s eyes. At the 
sight of him, all Mile, de Verneuil’s presence of mind 
returned to her. The white enamel of her teeth showed 
between the tightly-strained hnes of her half-opened lips, 
which desenbed a set smile that expressed dread rather 
than delight. With slow steps she went towards the 
young noble, and pointing to the clock, she spoke with 
hollow -mirth, ‘A man who is worthy of love is well 
worth the anxiety with which he is expected.’ 

But the violence of her feehngs overcame her j she fell 
back upon the sofa that stood near the fire. 

‘ Dear Marie, you are very charming when you are 
angry I’ said the Marquis, seating himself beside her, 
taking her passive hand, and entreatmg a glance which 
she would not give. ‘ I hope,’ he went on, in a tender 
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and sooth'ng voiccj * that m another moment Mane will 
be very vexed with herself for having hidden her face 
from her fortunate husband.’ 

She turned sharply as the words fell on her ear, and 
gazed into his eyes. 

\What does that terrible look mean ^ ’ he went on, 
smiling. ‘ But your hand is as hot as fire • My love, 
what IS it ? ’ 

‘ My love * ’ she echoed, in a stifled, unnatural voice. 

‘Yes,’ he said, felling on his knees before her, and 
taking both her hands, which he covered with kisses , 

‘ yes, my love, I am yours for life.* 

Impetuously she pushed him from her, and rose to her 
feet. Her features were distorted ; she laughed like a 
maniac as she said — 

‘You do not mean one word of it , you are baser than 
the vilest criminal I ’ 

She sprang quickly towards the dagger which lay 
beside a vase, and flashed it within a few inches of the 
astonished young man’s breast. 

‘ Bah • ’ she said, flinging down the weapon, ‘ I have 
not enough esteem for you to kill you I Your blood is 
too vile even for the soldiers to shed, I see nothing but 
the executioner before you.’ 

The words came from her with difficulty, and were 
uttered in a low voice j she stamped her foot like a 
spoiled child in a passion. The Marquis went up to her 
and tried to clasp her in his arms. 

‘ Do not touch me > ’ she cried, drawing back in 
horror. 

‘ She IS mad ! ’ said the Marquis, speaking aloud in his 
despair. 

‘ Yes, I am mad,’ she repeated, ‘ but not yet so mad as 
to be a toy for you. What would I not forgive to 
passionate love • But that you should think to possess 
me without any love for me I That you should write 
and say so to that ’ 
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‘To whom have I written ? ’ he asked in amazement, 
that was clearly unfeigned. 

‘To that virtuous woman who wished to kill me ’’ 

The Marquis turned pale at this, and grasped the back 
of the armchair by which he was standing so tightly that 
he broke it, as he cned — ‘- 

‘ If Mme du Gua has been guilty of any foul play 

Mile, de Verneuil looked round for the letter and 
could not find it again — she called Francme, and the 
Breton maid came. 

‘ Where is the letter ? ’ 

‘M. Corentin took it away with him.’ 

‘ Corentin • Ah t I understand everything now. That 
letter was his doing. He has deceived me, as he can 
deceive, with diabohcal ingenuity.’ 

She went to the sofa and sank down upon it, with a 
piercing wail, and a flood of tears fell from her eyes. 
Doubt and certainty were equally hornble. The Marquis 
flung himself at his mistress’s feet, and clasped her to bis 
breast, saying over and over again for her the only words 
that he could pronounce — 

‘ Why do you weep, dear angel ? What is the trouble ? 
Your scornful words are full of love. Do not weep • 1 

love you ; I love you for ever I ’ 

Suddenly he felt that she clasped him to her with 
superhuman strength, and in the midst of her sobs she 
said, ‘ You love me still ? ’ 

‘ Can you doubt it ? ’ he ansv/ered, and his tone was 
almost sad. 

She withdrew herself suddenly from his arms, and 
sprang back two paces, as if in confusion and dread. 

‘If I doubt It ? ’ she cned. 

She saw the JVIarquis smihng at her with such gentle 
irony that the words died away on her hps She let him 
take her hand and lead her as ^ as the threshold. Mane 
saw, at the end of the salon, an altar that had been hastily 
erected during her absence. The priest, who had resumed 
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his ecclesiastical garb, was there ; and the light upon the 
ceiling from the shining altar candles was sweet as hope. 
She recognised the two men who had before saluted her ; 
they were the Comte de Bauvan and the Baron du 
Guemc, the two witnesses whom Montauran had chosen. 

‘Will you still refijse?’ the Marquis asked her in a 
low voice. But when she saw the scene before her, she 
shrank back a step so as to reach her own room again, 
and fell upon her Imees before the Marquis, and raised her 
hands to him, and cried — 

‘ Oh, forgive me * forgive ! forgive ’ 

Her voice died in her throat, her head fell back, her 
eyes were closed, and she lay as if dead m the arms of the 
iVIarquis and of Francine. When she opened her eyes 
again she met the gaze of the young chief — a look full of 
kindness and of love. 

‘ Patience, Mane I This is the last storm • * he said. 

‘ Yes, the last I’ she echoed. 

Francine and the Marquis looked at each other in 
surprise, but she enjoined silence on them both by a 
gesture. 

‘ Ask the priest to come,’ she said, ‘ and leave me alone 
with him.’ 

They withdrew. 

‘Father,’ she said to the priest, who suddenly appeared 
before her, ‘ when I was a child, an old man with white 
hair like you often used to tell me that if it is asked 
with a living frith, one can obtain anything of God : is 
that true ? ’ 

‘ It IS true,’ the pnest answered } ‘ all things are possible 
to Him who has created all things.’ 

Mile, de Verneuil threw herself on her knees with 
incredible fervour. 

‘O God I’ she cried in her ecstasy, ‘my faith in 
Thee is as great as my love for him ! Inspire me ^ 
Work a miracle here, or take my life I’ 

‘ Your prayer will be heard,’ said the pnest. 
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-.Ille. de Verneuil came out to meet the eyes of those 
assembled, leaning upon the arm of the old ^vhlte-halred 
priest. It vras a profound emotion hidden in the depths 
of her heart that gave her to her lover* s love ; she was 
more beaunml nov/ than on any bygone day, for such a 
serenity as painters love to give tq martyrs’ faces had set 
its seal upon her, and lent grandeur to her face. 

She gave her hand to the Marqms, and together they 
went to.vards the altar, where they knelt. This marriage, 
which 'vas about to be solemnised two paces from the 
nuptial couch ; the hastily erected altar, the crucifix, the 
vases, the chahee brought secretly by the priest, the 
fumes of incense floating beneath the cornices, which 
hitherto had onl}' seen the steam of everj'day meals, the 
priest, v/ho had simply shpped a stole over his cassock, 
the altar candles in a dwelhng-room, — all united to make 
a strange and touching scene which completes the picture 
of these da) 3 of sorrov/ful memory, when civni discord 
had o.erthrown the most sacred institutions. In those 
times religious ceremonies had all the charm of mysteries. 
Children were privately bapnzed in the rooms where their 
mothers snll groaned. As of old, the Lord went m 
S'mplicity and po.errj' to console the dying. Young 
girls received the sacred wafer for the first time on the 
spot where they had been playing only the night before. 
The marriage of the Marquis and A'llle. de Verneuil was 
about to be solemnised, like so many other marriages, with 
an act forbidden by the new Legislation ; but all these 
marnages, celebrated for the most part beneath the oak 
trees, were afterv/ards scrupulously sanctioned by law. 
The pnest who thus preser/ed the ancient usages to the 
kst was one of those men who are Lithful to their 
principles in the height of the storm. His voice, guiltless 
of the oath required b) the Repubhc, only breathed 
words of peace through the tempest. He did not stir 
up the Arcs of insurrection, as the Abbe Gudin had been 
'wont to do, but he had devoted himself, like many others. 
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‘She IS a saint murmured Fr.mcinc. 

‘ Give me saints of that sort, and I './ill turn dcuccdlv 
devout,’ the Count said to liimself, m a voice. 

When the priest put the usual question to .Vllle, de 
Verneuil, her answerinj^ ‘ Yes’ came v.’itli i Iteu) -mh. 
She leaned over, and said m her h<jsband’j ear, ‘ In a little 
while you will know why I break the vo.v that I made 
never to marry you.* 

The rite was over, and those who had been present 
passed out into the room where dinner had been served, 
when, just as the guests were sitting do.vn, Jercmiih 
came in in a state of great terror. I'he unhappy bride ro c 
at once and went up to him, followed by Frai’cii.e 
Then making one of the excuses that women can de.u_ 
so readily, she begged the Marquis to do tlie honour^ of 
the feast by himself for a few moments , and hurried 
the servant away before he could commit any blunder 
that might prove fatal 

‘ Oh • Francine,’ she said, ‘whit a thing it is to feel 
oneself at the brink of death, and to be unable to saj, 
“ I am dying I ” ’ 

Mile, de Verneuil did not return. An excuse for lier 
absence could be found in the ceremony tint had just been 
concluded. When the meal came to an end, and the 
Marquis’s anxiety had risen to its height. Mane came b ick 
in all the splendour of her bridal array. She looked calm 
and happy, while Francme, who had returned with lier, 
bore traces of such profound terror on all her features, 
that those assembled seemed to see in the faces of the 
two women some such strange picture as the eccentric 
brush of Salvator Rosa might have painted, representing 
Death and Life holding each other bv the hand. 

‘ Gentlemen,’ she said, addressing the priest, the Baron, 
and the Count, ‘you must be my guests to-night. Any 
attempt to leave Fougcrcs would be too hazardous. 1 
have given orders to this good girl here to conduct each 
of you to his own room. No resistance, I beg,’ she said, 
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as the pnest was about to speak, ‘I hope that you will 
not refuse to obey a bride on her wedding day.’ 

An hour later she was alone with her lover in the 
bridal chamber that she had made so fair. They stood at 
last beside the fatal couch where so many hopes are 
blighted as by the tomti, where the chances of an awaken- 
ing to a happy life are so uncertain, where love dies or 
comes into being according to the power of the character 
that IS only hnaliy tested there. Marie looked at the 
clock, and said to herself, ‘ Six hours to live I ’ 

‘ So I have been able to sleep > ’ she exclaimed when, 
as morning drew near, she woke with the shock of the 
sudden start that disturbs us when we have agreed with 
ourselves on the previous evening to wake at a certain 
hour. ‘ Yes, I have slept,’ she repeated, as she saw by 
the candle-light that the hand on the dial of the clock 
pointed to the hour of two. She turned and gazed at the 
Marquis, who was sleeping with one hand beneath his 
head, as children do, while the other hand grasped that 
of his wife. He was half smiling, as though he had 
fallen asleep in the midst of a kiss. ‘Ah I ’ she murmured 
to herself, ‘he is slumbenng like a child! But how 
could he feel mistrust of me, of me who owe him un- 
speakable happiness ? ’ 

She touched him gently, he awoke and smiled in 
earnest. He kissed the hand that he held, and gazed at 
the unhappy woman before him with such glowing eyes, 
that she could not endure the passionate light in them, 
and slowly drooped her heavy eyelids as if to shut out a 
spectacle fraught with peril for her. But while she thus 
veiled tlie growing warmth of her own eyes, she so pro- 
voked the desire to which she appeared to refuse herself, 
that if she had not had a profound dread to conceal, her 
husband might have reproached her with too rnuch 
coquetry. They both raised their charming heads at the 
same moment, with a sign full of gratitude for the 
plea;,urcs that they had experienced. But after a moment’s 
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Corentin, however, suspected some trap, for he had 
heard one of the men, whom he had pointed out to the 
commandant, drop from his lofty position at the top of 
the ladder. 

‘Not one of those animals makes a sound,’ he remarked 
to Hulot. ‘ Our pair of loverS’ are quite capable of 
keeping us amused by some sort of trick, while they 
themselves are perhaps escaping m another direction.’ 

The spy, in his eagerness to obtain light on this 
mystery, sent Galope-Chopine’s child to find some 
torches. Hulot had caught the drift of Corentin’s 
suspicions so aptly that the old soldier, who was pre- 
occupied with the sounds of an obstinate encounter that 
was taking place before the guard-house in St. Leonard’s 
Gate, exclaimed, ‘True, there cannot be two of them,’ 
and rushed olF in that direction. 

‘We have given him a leaden shower-bath, comman- 
dant,’ so Beau-Pied greeted his commandant, ‘but he 
has lulled Gudin, and wounded two more men. Ah * 
the madman. He had broken through three lines of our 
fellows, and would have got away into the open country, 
if it had not been for the sentry at St. Leonard’s Gate, 
who spitted him on his bayonet.’ 

The commandant hurried into the guard-house on 
hearing this piece of news, and saw a blood-stained body 
stretched out upon the camp-bed where it had just been 
laid. He went up to the man whom he believed to be 
the Marquis, raised the hat that covered his face, and 
dropped into a chair. 

‘ I thought so,’ he cried vehemently, as he folded his 
arms. ‘ Sacre tonnerre > she had kept him too long.’ 

The soldiers stood about, motionless. The comman- 
dant's movement had uncoiled a woman’s long dark hair. 

The silence was suddenly broken by the sounds of a 
crowd of armed men. Corentin came into the guard- 
house, followed by four men, who had made a kind of 
stretcher of their muskets, upon which they were carry- 
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ifi^ Montaurai), whose legs and arms had been broken by 
jnanv gunshots They laid the Marquis on the cami> 
bed beside his wife. He saw her, and found stre^th 
sufficient to take her hand m a convulsive clasp. The 
dying girl turned her head painfully^ recognised her 
husband, and a sudden opasm shook her that was terrible 
to see, as she murmured in a nearly inaudible voice 

‘ A day without a morrow * . . . God has heard me 
indeed < ’ 

‘ Commandant,’ said the Marquis, summoning all his 
strength to speak, while he still held Mane’s hand in his, 
‘I depend upon your loyalty to send word of my death 
to my young brother in London. Write to him, and 
tell him that if he would fain obey my last wishes, he 
will not bear arms against France j but he will never 
forsake the service of the King.’ 

‘It shall be done,’ said Hulot, pressing the hand of the 
dying man. 

‘Take them to the hospital near by,’ cried Corentin. 

Hulot grasped the spy by the arm in such a sort that 
; left the marks of his nails m the flesh as he said to 
iim — 

‘Since your task here is ended, be off I And take a 
good look at the fzee of Commandant Hulot, so that 
you may never cross his path again, unless you have a 
mind to have his cutlass through your body.’ 

The old soldier drew his sabre as he spoke. 

There is another of your honest folk who will never 
make their fortunes,’ said Corentin to himself, when he 
was well away from the guard-house. 

The Marquis was still able to thank his enemy by a 
movement of the head, expressing a soldier’s esteem for 
a generous foe. 


In 1827 an old man, accompanied by his wife, was 
bnpinmg for cattle in the market of Fougeres. Nobody 
took any special heed of him, though in hTs time he had 
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killed more than a hundred men. No one even reminded 
him of his nickname of Marche-a-Terre, The person to 
whom valuable information concerning the actors in this 
drama is owing saw the man as he led a cow av/ay 3 there 
was that look of homely simphcity about him v/hich 
prompts the remark, ^ That is a v^ry honest fellow ! ’ 

As for Cibot,"^ otherwise called PiUe-Miche, his end has 
been witnessed already. Perhaps Marche-a-Terre made 
a vain attempt to rescue his comrade from the scaffold, 
and was present m the market place of Alenfon at the 
terrific not that occurred during the famous trials of 
Rifoel, Bryond, and La Chanterie, 




